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CHAPTEK I. 



Not a day passes over the earth, bat men aad women of 

no übte do great deeds, speak great words, and suffer noble 

)^ sorrows. Of these obscure heroes, philosophers, and martyrs, 

the greater part will never be known tili that hour, when 

^ manj that are great shaU be small, and the small great; but 

f^f oüiers the world's knowledge maj be said to sleep : their 

* { lives and characters lie hidden £rom nations in the annals that 

\J record them. The general reader cannot feel them, they are 

*^ presented so curtly and coldly: they are not like breathing 

^ stories appealing to his heart, but little historic hailstones 

striking him but to glance off his bosom: nor can he under- 

«o stand Üiem; for epitomes are not narrativeS) as skeletons are 

^ not human figores. 

"^ Thus records of prime truths remain a dead letter to piain 

>^folk; the writers have left so much to the imagination, and 
^ Imagination is so rare a gift. Here, then, the writer of fiction 
IS may be of ose to the public — as an interpreter. 

n 

There is a musty chronicle, written in tolerable Latin, and 

) in it a chapter where every sentence holds a fact. Here is 

{ told, with harsh brevity , the stränge history of a pair, who 

t lived untnimpeted, and died unsung, four hundred y ears ago ; 

A and lie now, as unpitied, in that stem page, as fossils in a 

\ rock. Thus, living or dead, Fate is still unjust to them. Forif 

I can but show you what lies below that dry chronicler*s 

words, methinks you will correct the indifference of centuries, 

The Cloitter and the Hearth. /• 1 
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and ^ve those two sore tried souls a place in your heart — for 
aday. 

It was past the middle of the fifteenth Century, Louis XI. 
was sovereign of France; Edward lY. was wrongfiil King of 
England; and Philip "the Good," having by force and cun- 
ning dispossessed hiscousin Jacqueline, and broken herheart, 
jreigned undisturbed this many years in Holland, where our 
tale begins. 

Elias, and Catherine bis wife, lived in the little town of 
Tergou. He traded, wholesale and retail, in cloth, 8ilk,brown 
Holland, and, aboye all, in curried leather, a material highly 
valued by tiie middling people, because it would stand twenty 
years* wear, and tum an ordinary knife, no small virtue in a 
jerkin of that Century, in which folk were so liberal of their 
steel ; eyen at dinner a man would leave his meat awhile, and 
carve you his neighbour, on a very moderate difference of 
opinion. 

The couple were well to do, and would haye been free 
firom all eartiily care, but for nine children. When these were 
Coming into the world, one per annum, each was hailed with 
rejoicings, and the saints were thanked, not expostulated 
with ; and when parents and children were all young together, 
the latter were looked upon as loyely little playthings in- 
yented by Heayen for the amusement, joy, and eyening solace 
of people in business. 

But as the oliye-branches shot up, and the parents grew 
older, and saw with their own eyes tiie fate of large f amilies, 
misgiyings and care mingled with their loye. They belonged 
to a singularly wise and proyident people : in HoUand reck- 
less parents were as rare as disobedient children. So now 
when the huge loaf came in on a gigantic trencher, looking 
like a fortress in its moat, and, the tour of the table once 
made, seemed to haye melted away, Elias and CaÜierine 
would look at one another and say, " Who is to find bread for 
them all when we are gone?** 

At this obseryation the younger ones needed all their filial 
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respect to keep their litüe Datch countenances; for in their 
opinioD diimer and sapper came by nature like sunrise and 
sunset, and, so long as that luminary should travel round the 
earth, so long musi the brown loaf go round their family 
circle, and set in their stomachs only to rise again in the 
family oven. Bat the remark awakened the national thoaght- 
fiilness of the eider boys, and being often repeated, set 
several of the family thinking, some of them good thoughts, 
some ill thoughts, according to the nature of the thinkers. 

"Kate, the children grow so, this table will soon be too 
small." 

"We cannot afford it, Eli," replied Catherine, answer- 
ing not bis words, bat bis thought, after the manner of 
women. 

Their anxiety for the future took at times a less dismal 
but more mortifying tum. The free burghers had their pride 
as well as the nobles; and these two could not bear that 
any of their blood shoald go down in the borgh after their 
decease. 

So by prudence and self-denial they managed to dothe 
all the little bodies, and feed all the great mouths, and yet 
put by a small hoard to meet the future; and, as it grew, 
and grew, they feit a pleasure the miser hoarding for himself 
knows not. 

One day the eldest boy but one, aged nineteen, came to 
bis mother, and, with that outward composure which has so 
misled some persons as to the real nature of this people, 
begged her to intercede with bis father to send him to 
Amsterdam, and place him with a merchant. " It is the way 
of life that likes me: merchants are wealthy; I am good at 
numbers; prithee, good mother, take my part in this, and 1 
shall ever be, as I am now, your debtor.** 

Catherine threw up her hands with dismay and incredu- 
lity. " What, leave Tergou I " 

" What is one street to me more than another? K I can 
leave the folk of Tergou, I can sorely leave the stones." 

1* 
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"What! quit your poor father now he is no longer 
young?" 

'* Mother, if I can leave yoo, I can leaye him.** 

** What, leaye your poor brothen and sisters, Üiat love you 
aodear?" 

'* There are enongh in the hoose withont me." 

"What mean you, Richart? Who is more Üionghtof Üian 
you? Stay, have I spoken sharp to yoa? Haye I been imkind 
toyou?" 

"Neyer thatlknow of; and if yonhad, yoa shoold neyer 
hear of it from me. Mother," said Richart gravely, bat, the 
tear was in his eye, "it all lies in a word. And nothing can 
change my mind. There will be one moaüi less for you to 
feed." 

"There now, see what my tongae has done," said Ca- 
therine, and the next moment she beg^ to cry. Forshesaw 
her first yoang bird on the edge of tiie nest trying his wings, 
to fiy into the world. Richart had a calm, strong will, and äie 
knew he never wasted a word. 

It ended as nature has willed all such discoorse shall 
end: young Richart went to Amsterdam with a face so long 
and sad as it had neyer been seen before, and a heart like 
granite. 

That aftemoon at supper there was one mouth less. Ca- 
therine looked atRichart's chair and wept bitterly. Onthis 
Elias shouted roughly and angrily to the children, "Sit 
wider! can*t ye: sit wider!" and tumed his head away over 
the back of his seat awhile, and was silent 

Richart was launched; and neyer cost them another 
penny: but to fit him out and place him in the house of 
Van der Stegen the merchant took all the little hoard but one 
gold crown. They began again. Two years passed, Richart 
found a niche in commerce for his broüier Jacob, and Jacob 
leffc Tergou directly after dinner, which was at eleyen in the 
forenoon. At sapper that day Elias remembered what had 
happened the last time; so it was in a low whisper he said, 
" sit wider, dears ! '* Now until that moment, Catherine woulä 
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iiot See the gap at table, for her daughter Catherine had 
besought her not to grieve to-night, and she had said, '*No, 
sweetheart, I promise I will not, ßince it vexes my children." 
But when Elias whispered "Sit wider!" says she, "Ayl the 
table will soon be too big for the children: and you thought it 
would be too small:" and having deliyered tfais with forced 
calmness, she put up her apron the nextmoment, and wept 
sore. 

"'Tis the best that leave us," sobbed she, "that is the 
cruel part." 

" Nay ! nay ! " said Elias, * * our children are good children, 
and all are dear to us alike. Heed her not! TVhat God takes 
firom US still seems better than what he spares to us: that 
is to say, men are by nature unthankfol — and women silly." 

"And I say Eichart and Jacob were the flower of the 
flock," sobbed Catherine. 

The little coffer was empty again, and to All it they 
gathered like ants. In those days speculation was pretty 
much confined to the card-and-dice business. Elias knew no 
way to wealth but the slow and sure one. "A penny saved is a 
penny gained," was his humble creed. All that was notre- 
quired for the business, and the necessaries of life, went into 
the little cofler with steel bands and florid key. They denied 
themselves in tum the humblest luxuries, and then, catching 
one another's looks, smiled; perhaps with agreaterjoy than 
self-indulgence has to bestow. And so in three years more 
they had gleaned enough to set up their fourth son as amaster 
tailor, and their eldest daughter as a robe-maker, in Tergou. 
Here were two more provided for: their own trade would 
enable them to throw work into the hands of this pair. But 
the coffer was drained to the dregs, and this time the shop too 
bled a little in goods if not in coin. 

Alas! there remained on band two that were unable to get 
their bread , and two that were unwilling. The unable ones 
were, 1, Giles, a dwarf, of the wrong sort, half stupidity, half 
malice , all head and claws and voice, run from by dogs and 
unprejudiced females, and sided with through thick and tbin 
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bj his mothef; 2, Little Catherine, a poor litde girl that 
could onlj move on crutches. She lived in pain, bat smiied 
throngh it, with her marble face and violet eyes and long 
silkj lashes: and fretfol or repining word never came from 
her lips. The unwilling ones were Sjbrandt, the joongest, 
a ne*er-do-weel , too mach in love with play to work , and Cor- 
nelis, the eldest, who had made calcalations, and Stack to the 
hearth, waiting for dead men*s shoes. Ahnost wom oatby 
theirrepeatedefforts, and above all dispirited by the monJ 
and physical infirmities of those that now remained on band, 
the amdoos coaple woald often say, *' What will become of all 
these when we shall be no longer here to take care of them?** 
Bat when they had said this a good many times , saddenly the 
domestic honzon cleared, and then they ased still to say it, 
becaase a habit is a habit, bat they atteredit half mechani- 
cally now, and added brightly andcheerfully, '^butthauka 
to St. Bavon and all the saints, there's Gerard.'' 

Yoang Gerard was for many years of his life a son apart 
and distinct; object of no fears and no great hopes. No 
fears; for he was going into the Church ; and the Charch could 
always maintain her children by hook or by crook in those 
days : no great hopes , becaase his family had no interest with 
the great to get him a benefice, and the yoang man's own 
habits were frivoloas, and, indeed, sach as oar cloth merchant 
woald not have pat up with in any one bat a derk that was to 
be. His trivialities were reading and penmanship , and he 
was so wrapt ap in them that often he coald hardly be got 
away to his mesds. The day was never long enoagh for him : 
and he carried ever a tinder-box and brimstone matches , and 
begged ends of candles of the neighboars, which he lighted at 
anreasonable hoars — ay , even at eight of the clock at night 
in winter , when the very bargomaster was abed. Endared at 
home, his practices wereencoaraged by the monks of a neigh- 
boaring convent. They had taaght him penmanship, and 
eontinaed to teach him, antil one day they discovered, 
in the middle of a lesson, that he was teaching them. 
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They pointed this out to Wm in a meny way: he hung bis 
head and blushed: he had suspected as much himself, but 
mistrosted bis judgment in so delicate a matter. ''Bat, my 
son," Said an elderly monk, '' how is it tbat 70a, to wbom God 
bas given an eye so trae, a band so subtle yet firm, and a 
beart to love tbese beautiful crafts, how is it you do not colour 
as well as write? a scroll looks but barren imless a border of 
fruit, and leaves, and rieh arabesques, Surround the good 
words, and charm the sense as tbose do the soul and under- 
Standing; to say nothing of the pictures of holy men and 
womendeparted, with which the several chapters should be 
adomed , and not alone the eye soothed with the brave and 
sweetly blended colours , but the heart lifted by effigies of the 
saints in glory. Answer me, my son.'* 

At this G-erard was con^ised, and muttered that he had 
made several trials at illuminating, but had not sueeeeded 
well; and thus the matter rested. 

Soon after this a fellow-enthusiast came on the seene in 
the unwonted form of an old lady. Margaret, sister and sur- 
vivor of the brothersVanEyck, left Flanders , and came to 
end her days in her native country. She bought a small 
house near Tergou. In course of time she heard of Gerard, 
and saw some of bis handiwork : it pleased her so well that 
she sent her female servant, Beicht Heynes, to ask bim to 
come to her. This led to an acquaintance : it could hardly 
be otherwise , for little Tergou had never heid so many as two 
zealots of this sort before. At first the old lady damped 
Gei^ard's courage terribly. At eaeh visit she fished out of 
boles and comers drawings andpaintings, some ofthemby 
her own band , that seemed to him unapproachable : but if the 
artist overpowered him, the woman kept bis heart up. She 
and Reicht soon tumed him inside out like a glove: among 
other things, they drew from him what the good monks had 
failed to hit upon , the reason why he did not illuminate , viz., 
that he could not afford the gold, the blue , and the red, but 
only the cheap earlhs; and that he was afraid to ask bis 
mother to buy the choice colours , and was sure he should ask 
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her in yain. Then Margaret Van Eyck gave him a little 
brush-gold, and 9ome yermilion, and ultramarine, and a piece 
of good veliom to lay tliem on. He almost adored her. As 
he left the honse Reicht ran after him with a candle and two 
quarters : he quite kiesed her. But better even Ihan the gold and 
lapislazuli to the Illuminator was the sympathy to the isolated 
enthusiast. That sympathy was always ready, and, as he 
retumed it, an affection spmng up between the old painter 
and the young caligrapher that was doubly characteristic of 
the time. For this was a Century in which the fine arts and 
the higher mechanical arts were notseparated by any distinct 
boundary, nor were those who practised them : and it was an 
äge in which artists sought out andlored one another. Should 
this last Statement stagger a painter or writer of our day , let 
me remind him that even Christians loved one another at first 
starting. 

Backed by an acquaintance so venerable, and strengthened 
by female sympathy , Gerard advanced in leaming and skill. 
His spirits, too , rose visibly : he still looked behind him when 
dragged to dinner in the middie of an initial G; but onee 
seated showed great social qualities : likewise a gay himiour, 
that had hitherto but peeped in him , shone out, and often he 
set the table in a roar, and kept it there, sometimes with his 
own wit, sometimes with jests which were glossy new to his 
family, being drawn from antiquity. 

As a retum for all he owed his friends the monks , he made 
them exquisite copies from two of their choicest MSS. , viz., 
the life of their founder , and their Comedies of Terence, the 
monastery £nding the vellum. 

The high and puissant Prince, Philip "the Good," Duke 
of Burgundy, Luxemburg, and Brabant, £arl of Holland and 
Zealand, Lord of Friesland, CoimtofFlanders, Artois, and 
Hainault, Lord of Salins and Macklyn — was versatile. 

He could fight as well as any king going; and he could 
lie as well as any, except the King of France. He was a 
mighty hunter, and could read and write. His tastes were 
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Wide and ardent. He loved jewelß like a woman, and gorge- 
ous apparel. He dearly loved maids of honour, and indeed 
paintings generally; in proof of which he ennobled Jan 
Van Eyck. He had also a rage for giants, dwarfs, and 
Turks. These last stood ever planted abouthim, turbaned, 
and blazing with jewels. His agents inveigled them £rom 
Istamboul with fair promises: but, the moment he had got 
them, he baptised them by brate force in alarge tub; and, 
this done , let them squat with their faces towards Mecca, 
and invoke Mahound as mach as thej pleased , laaghing in 
his sleeve at their simplicity in fancying they were still in- 
fidels. He had lions in cages, and fleet leopards trained by 
Orientais to run downhares and deer. In short, he relished 
all rarities, except the homdram virtaes. For anything sin- 
golarlypretty, ordiabolicallyagly, this was yoor eustomer. 
The best of lum was,he was open-handed to the poor ; and the 
next best was , he fostered the arts in eamest: whereof he now 
gave a signal proof. He offered prizes for the best specimens 
of " orf^vrerie" in two kinds, religioas and secolar ; item for 
the best paintings in white of egg , oils , and tempera ; these to 
beonpanel, silk, ormetal, asüieartistschose: item for the 
best transparent painting on glass: item for the bestillami- 
nating ahd border-painting on vellom: item for the fairest 
writing on vellom. The burgomasters of the several towns 
were commanded to aid all the poorer competitors by reeeiv- 
ing their specimens and sending them with due care to Rotter- 
dam at the ezpense of their several borghs. When this was 
cried by the bellman through the streets of Tergon, athoa- 
fiand moaths opened, and one heart beat — Gerard*s. He told 
his family timidly he shoald try for two of those prizes. They 
atared in süence, for their breath was gone athis aadacity: 
bat one horrid laagh ezploded on the floor like a petard. 
Oerard looked down, and there was the dwarf, slit and f anged 
from ear to ear at his ezpense , and laaghing like a Hon. Na- 
iure relenting at having made Giles so small, had given him 
as a set^off the biggest voice on record. His very whisper 
was a bassoon» He was like those stanted wide-moat£ed 
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pieces of ordnance we see on fortifications ; mote like aflower- 
pot than a cannon ; but ods tympana how they bellow ! 

Gerard tnmed red with anger, the more so astheothers 
began to titter. White Catherine saw, and a pink tinge came 
on her cheek. She ßaid softly, ** Why do you laugh? Is it 
because he is our brother you think he cannot be capable? 
Yes, G-erard, try with the rest. Many say you are skilful; 
and mother and I will pray the Virgin to guide your band." 

"Thank you, little Kate. You shall pray to our Lady, 
and our mother shall buy me vellum and the colours to illumi- 
nate with." 

" What will they cost, my lad?" 

"Two goldcrowns" (about three Shillings and fourpence 
English money). 

"What?" screamed the housewife; "when the bushelof 
rye costs but a groat! What! me spend a month's meal and 
meat and fire on such vanity as tiiat: the L'ghtning from 
Heaven would fall on me , and my children would all be beg- 
gars." 

" Mother l" sighed little Catherine, imploringly. 

" Oh ! it is in vain , Kate ," said Gerard , with a sigh. " I 
shall have to give it up, or ask the dame Van Eyck. She 
would give it me, but I think shame to be for ever taking from 
her." 

"It is not her affair," said Catherine, veiy sharply ; " what 
has she to do coming between me and my son?" And she 
left the room with a red face. Little Catherine smiled. 
Presently the housewife retumed with a gracious, affectionate 
air, and two little gold pieces in her band. 

"There, sweetheart," said she, "you won*t have to trouble 
dame or demoiselle for two paltry crowns." 

But on this Gerard feil a thinking how he could spare her 
purse. 

"One will do, mother. I will ask the good monks to let 
me send my copy of their *Terence*: it is on snowy vellum, 
and I can write no better : so then I shall only need siz sheets 
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of velltun for mj borders and miniatores , and gold for my 
groond, and prime colours — one crown will do." 

" Never tyne the ßhip for want of a bit of tar, Gerard," said 
this changeable mother. But she added, "Well, there, I 
will put the crown in my pocket. That won*t be like putting 
it back in the box. Groing to the box to take out instead of 
putting in, it is like going to my heart with a knife for so 
many drops of blood. You will be sure to want it, Gerard. 
The house is never built for lese than the builder counted on.*' 

Sure enough , when the time came , Gerard longed to go to 
Kotterdam and see the duke, and above all to see the work of 
bis competitors, and so get a lesson from defeat. And the 
crown came out of the housewife's pocket with a very good 
grace. Gerard would soon be a priest. It seemed hard if he 
might not enjoy the world a little before separating himself 
from it for life. 

The night before he went, Margaret Van Eyck asked him 
to take a letter for her, and when he came to look at it, to his 
surprise he found it was addressed to the Pnncess Marie , at 
the Stadthouse, inBotterdam. 

The day before the prizes were to be distributed, G^rard 
started for Botterdam in his holiday suit, to wit, a doublet of 
süver-grey cloth with sleeves, and a jerkin of the same over 
it, butwithout sleeves. From his waist to his heels he was 
clad in a pair of tight-fitting buckskin hose fastened by laces 
(called points) to his doublet. His shoes were pointed in 
moderation, and secured by a strap that passed under the 
hoUow of the foot On his head and the back of his neck he 
wore his flowing hair, and pinned to his back between his 
Shoulders was his hat : it was further secured by a purple silk 
ribbon little Kate had passed round him from tiie sides of the 
hat, and knotted neatly on his breast; below his hat, attached 
to the Upper rim of his broad waist-belt, was his leathem 
wallet. When he got within a league of Botterdam he was 
pretty tired, but he soon feil in with a pair that were more so. 
He found an old man sitting by the roadside quite wom out, 
and a comely yonng woman holding bis band, with a fac^ 
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brimful of concem. The country people tradged by and 
noticed nothing amiss: bat Gkrard, aß he paBsed, drew con- 
clusions. Even dress teils a tale to those who study it so 
closely as he did , being an illaminator. The old man wore a 
gown, and a für tippet, and a velvetcap, sure signsof dignity : 
bat the triangul^ purse at his girdle was lean, the gown 
rasty, the far wom, sure signs of poverty. The yoong woman 
was dressed in piain roBset cloth: yet snow-white lawn 
covered that part of her neck the gown left yisible, and ended 
half way np her white throat in a little band of gold em- 
broidery: and her head-dress wasnew to Gerard; insteadof 
hiding her hair in a pile of linen or lawn, she wore an open 
net-work of silver cord with silver spangles at the interstices: 
in this her glossy aubnm hair was roUed in front into two 
solid waves, and snpported behind in a loxarious and diapely 
masB. His quick eye took in all this, and the old man^s 
pallor, and the tears in the young woman^s eyes. So when 
he had passed them a few yards, he reflected, and tumed 
back, and came towards them bashfully. 

"Father, I fear you are tired." 

"Indeed , my son , I am ,** replied the old man ; " and faint 
forlackoffood." 

Gerard*s address did not appear so agreeable to the girl 
as to the old man. She seemed ashamed , and witii much re- 
serve in her manner said, that it was her fault; she had un- 
derrated the distance , and imprudently allowed her f ather to 
Start too late in the day. 

'* No ! no ! ** said the old man ; " it is not the distance , it is 
the want of nourishment** 

The girl put her arms round his neck, with tender concem • 
but took that opportunity of whispering, ^'Father, a stranger 
— a young man!*' 

But it was too late. Gerard , with simplicity , and quite as 
a matter of course, feil to gathering sticks wi& great ezpe- 
dition. This done, he took down his wallet, out with the 
manchet of bread and the iron flask his careM mother had 
put up , and his eTerlasting tinder-boz ; lighted a match , theo 
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a candle end , then the sticks ; and put his iron flask on it. 
Then down he went on hlB stomach and took a good blow: 
then looking up , he saw the girrs f aced had thawed , and the 
was looking down at him and his energy with a demure smile. 
He laughed back to her: '^Mind the pot," said he, **and 
don't let it spül, for Heaven's sake: there's a cleft stick to 
hold it safe with ; ** and with this he set off running towards a 
com-field at some distance. 

Whilst he was gone, there came bj, on a mule with rieh 
pnrple housings, an old man redolent of weallh. The purse 
at his girdle was plethoric, the for on his tippet was ermine, 
broad and new. 

It was Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, the bnrgomaster of 
Tergou. He was old, and his face forrowed. He was a no- 
torioos miser, and loeked one generallj. Bat the idea of 
supping with the doke raised him just now into manifest com- 
placency. Yet at the sight of the faded old man and his 
bright daughter sitting by a fire of sticks , the smile died ont 
of his face, and he wore a stränge look of pain and uneasiness. 
He reined in his male. " Why , Peter, — Margaret — " said 
he almost fiercely, '^what mommerj is this!" Peter was 
going to answer , bat Margaret interposed hastily, and said : 
^'Mj father was exhausted, so I am warming something to 
give him strength before we go on." "What, reduced to 
feedbj the roadside like the Bohemians,'* said Ghjsbrecht, 
and his band went into his porse : bat it did not seem at home 
there; itfambled ancertaüoly, afraid too large a coin might 
stick to a £nger and come out. 

At this moment who shouldcome bounding up bat Gerard. 
He had two straws in his band, and he threw himself down by 
the fire, and relieved Margaret of the cooking part: then 
suddenly recognizing the burgomaster , he coloured all over. 
Ghysbrecht Van Swieten started and glared at him, and took 
his band out of his purse. "Oh," said he bitterly, <<Iamnot 
wanted:" and went slowly on, casting a long look of suspi- 
cion on Margaret, and hostilityon Gerard, that was not very 
intelligible. However, there was something about it that 
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Margaret could read enough to blosh at, and almost toss hei 
head. Gerard only stared with surpriße. "ByStBavon, I 
thiuk the old miser grudges us three our quart of soup ,** eaid 
he. When the young man put that Interpretation on Ghys- 
brecht*8 stränge and meaning look , Margaret was greatly re- 
lieyed, and emiled gailj on ti^e Speaker. 

Meantime Ghysbrecht plodded on, more wretched in his 
wealth than these in their poverty. And the corioos thing is 
that the mule, the pnrple housings, and one half the coin in 
thatplethoric purse, belonged not to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, 
bat to that faded old man and that comely girl, who sat by a 
road-side fire to be fed hj a stranger. They did not know 
this, but Ghysbrecht knew it, and carried in his heart a 
scorpionofhisownbegetting. That scorpionis remorse; the 
remorse, that, not being penitence, is incorable, and readj for 
firesh misdeeds upon a Iresh temptation. 

Twenty jears ago, when Ghysbrecht Van Swieten was a 
hard and honest man, the touch-stone opportunity came to 
him, and he did an act of heartless rogueiy. It seemed a safe 
one. Ithadhithertoproveda safe one, though he had never 
feit safe. To-day he has seen youth, enterprise, and, above 
all, knowledge, seated by fair Margaret and her father on 
terms that look familiär and loving. 

And the fiends are at his ear again. 



CHAPTER IL 

" The soup is hot," said Gerard. 

'^But how are we to get it to ourmouths?" inquired the 
senior, despondingly. 

"Father, the young man has brought us straws." And 
Margaret smiled slily. 

"Ay, ay!" said the old man: "but my poor bones are 
stiff, and indeed the fire is too hot for a body to kneel over 
with these short straws. St. John the Baptist, but the young 
manisadroit!" 
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For, while he stated his diflSculty, G^rard removed it. He 
untied in a moment the knot on bis breast, took bis hat off, 
putastoneintoeachcomerofit, then, wrapping his band in 
the tail of his jerkin, whipped the flask off the fire, wedged it 
in between the stones, and put the hat ander the old man's 
nose witb a meny smile. The other tremulously inserted the 
pipe of rye-straw and sucked. Lo and behold his wan, drawn 
face was seen to light np more and more , tili it qnite glowed ; 
and, as soon as he had drawn a long breath : 

"Hippocrates and Galen ! " he cried, "*tis a soupe au vin 
— the restorative of restoratives. Blessed be the nation that 
inventedit, and the woman that madeit, and the young man 
who brings it to fainting folk. Have a sack, mj girl, while 1 
relate to oar yoang host the history and virtaes of this his 
sovereign compoand. This corroborative, yoang sir, was 
unknown to the ancients: we £nd it neither in their treatises 
of medicine, nor in those popalar narratives, which reveal 
many of their remedies, both in chirurgery and medicine 
proper. Hector, in the Dias, if my memory does not play me 
false,— " 

Margaret] "Alas I he's off." 

'' — was inyited by one of the ladies of the poem to drink a 
draaght of wine; bat he declined, on the plea that he was 
just going into battle , and must not take aught to we^en his 
powers, Now, if the * soupe au vin * had been known in Troy, 
it is ckar that in declining ^vinum merum* upon that score, 
he would have added in the next hexameter , 'But a '^ " soupe 
au vin,"" madam, Iwilldegust, and gratefully.' Notonly 
would this have been but common civilify — a virtue no per- 
fect Commander is wanting in — but not to have done it 
would have proved him a shallow and improvident person, 
un£t to be trusted with the conduct of a war; for men going 
into a battle need sustenance and all possible support, as is 
proved by this, that foolish generals, bringing hungry soldiers 
toblows with füll ones, have been defeated, in all ages, by 
inferior numbers. The Romans lost a great battle in the 
north of Italy to Hannibal the Carthaginian, by this neglect 
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alone. Now, this diyine elizir gives in one moment force to 
the limbfi and ardour to the spirits; and taken intoHector's 
hodj at the niok of time, would, bj the aid of PhoBbuB, VeniiB, 
and the blessed saints , have most Ukelj procnred the Greeka 
a defeat For, note how faint and wearj and heart^ick I 
was a minute ago ; well, I sack this celestial cordial, and now 
behold me brave as AchiUes and strong as an eagle." 

'^Ohfather, now? aneagle; alack!*' 

<* Girl, I defy thee and all the world. Ready, I saj, like a 
foaming charger, to devoor the space between this and 
Rotterdam, and strong to combat the illa of life, eren poverty 
and old age, which last philosoi^ers have called the 'Bummnm 
malum.* Negatur; unless the man's life has been ill-spent — 
which, by the by, it gene^ally haß. Now for the modems." 

"Pather! dearfather!" 

"Pear me not, girl, I will be brief, unreasonably and 
unseasonably brief. The * sonpe au vin ' occurs not in modern 
science ; but thiß is only one proof more, if proof were needed, 
that for the last few hondred years physicians have been 
idiots, with their chicken broth and their decoction of gold, 
whereby they attribute the highest qualities to that meat 
which has the least juice of any meat, and to that metal which 
has less chemical qualities than all the metals ; mountebanks I 
donces ! homicides ! Since, then, from these no light is to be 
gathered, go we to the chtoniclers; and first we find that 
Duguesclin, a Prench knight, beingabouttojoinbattlewith 
the English — masters, at tiiat time, of half Prance, and 
stnrdystnkersbyseaandland — drank, not one, butthree, 
' soupes au yin, ' in honour of the Blessed Tnnity. This done, 
he charged the islanders; and as might have been foretold, 
killed a multitude, and drove the rest into the sea. Bat he 
was only the first of a long list of holy and hard-hitting ones 
whohave, by this divine restorative, beensustentated, forti* 
fied, corroborated, and consoled/' 

"Dearfather, prithee addthyself to that venerable com« 
pany ere the sonp cools." And Margaret held the hat im« 
ploringly in both hands tili he inserted the straw once more* 
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This spared them the ''modern instances,'* and gave 
Gerard an opportunit^ of telling Margaret how proud his 
mother woold be her soap had profited a man of leaming. 

''Aj! but,*' Said Margaret, "it woold like her ill to see 
her Bon give all and take none himself. Why brought 70a 
buttwoBtrawB?" 

''Fair mistress, I hoped 70a wonld let me put m7 Ups to 
7oar straw, there being bat two." 

Margaret smiled, and blushed. " Never beg that 70a ma7 
command/' said she. "The straw 16 not mine, 'tis jourui 
70U cu» it in 7onder field." 

"I cut it, and that made limine; but, after that 70ttr lip 
tonched it, and that made it 70iir8." 

"Did it? Then I will lend it 70U. There — now it is 
7011T8 again; your lip has tooehed it." 

" No, it belongs to ni both now. Let ni divido it." 

"B7allmean8; 7oahayeaknifie.'* 

" No , I will not cat it — that woold be onlock7. TU bite 
it. There. I diall keep m7 half: 70a will bom 70orB , onee 
you get home, I doobt" 

"Too know me not. I waste nothing. It is odds bot I 
make a hair>pin of it, or something." 

This answer dashed the novice Gerard instead of pro- 
voking him to fresh efforts, and he was «ilent. And now, the 
Inread and soop being disposed of, tiie old scholar prepared to 
continoe his joome7. Then eame a little difficolty: Gerard 
the adroit coold not tie his ribbon again as Catherine had 
tied it Margaret, affeer slil7 e7eing his efforts for some time, 
o£fered to help him; for at her age girls love to be C07 and 
tender, saoc7andgentle, b7tams, andshesawshe'hadpot 
him oot of coontenance bot now. Then a fair head , with its 
8tatel7 crown of aobom hair, glos£f7 and glowing throogh 
aihrer, bowed 8weetl7 towards him; and, while it ravished his 
eye, two white sopple hands pla7ed delicatel7 opon the stob- 
bom ribbon, and moolded it with soft and aiiy tooches. Then 
a heavenly thrill xan throogh the innocent yoong man, and 
vagoe glimpses of a new world of feeling and sentiment 
The CtoUter and the Hearth, l 2 
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opened on him. And these new and exqniBite fensatiomi 
Margaret onwittingly prolonged: it is not natural to her sex 
to huny aught that pertains to the eacred toilet. Nay, when 
the taper fingere had at last subjugated the ends of tiie knot, 
her mind was not quite easy, tili , bj a manceuTre peculiar to 
the female band, shebadmade herpalm convez, and soap« 
plied it witb a gentle pressure to the centre of the knot — a 
Bweet little coaxing band-kiss, as mucb as to saj, ''Nowbea 
good knot, and stay so." The palm-kiss was bestowed on the 
ribbon, bat the wearer's heart leaped to meet it. 

'^There, that is how it was," said Margaret, and drew 
back totakeone last keensiinreyof her work; then, looking 
up for simple approval of her skill, received ftdl in her eyes a 
longing gaze of such ardent adoration, as made her lower 
them quickly and colour all over. An indesoribable tremor 
seized her, and she retreated with downcast lashes and teU- 
tale cheeks, and took her father's arm on the opposite side. 
G-erard, blushing at haying scared her away wiüi bis eyes, 
took the other arm ; and so the two young things went down- 
cast and conscious, and propped Üie eagle along m silence. 

They entered Rotterdam by the Schiedamze Poort; and, 
as Gerard was unacquainted with the town, Peter directed 
him the way to the Hoog Straet, in which tho Stadthouse was. 
He himself was going with Margaret to bis cousin, in the 
Ooster- Waagen Straet, so, almost on entering the gate, their 
roads lay apart They bade each other a friendly adieu, 
and Gerard dived into the great town. A profound sense of 
solitude feil upon him, yet the streets were crowded. Then 
he lamented too latethat, outof delicacy, he had not asked 
bis late cdmpanions who they were and where they lived. 

^'Beshrew my diamefacedness!** said he "But their 
words and their breeding were above their means, and some- 
thing did whisper me they would not be known. 1 shall 
never see her more. Oh ! weary world, I bäte you and your 
ways. To think X must meet beauty and goodness and 
learning «^ three pearls of pdce, — and nerer see them 
n^orel" 
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Falling into this sad reverie, and letting his body go 
where it would, he lost his way; bat presently meeting a 
orowd of pereons all moving in one direction, he mingled with 
them, for he argued they must be making for the Stadthoase. 
Soon the noisy troop that contained the moody Gerard 
emergedy not upon the Stadthouse , bat upon a large meadow 
by the side of the Maas ; and then the attraction was revealed. 
Games of all sorts were going on: wrestling, the game of 
pahn, the quintain, legerdemain, archery^ tumbling, in which 
art, I blush to say , women as well as men performed, to the 
great delectation of the Company. There was also a trained 
bear, who stood on his head, and marched upright, and 
bowed with prodigious gravity to his master ; and a hare that. 
beat a drum, and a cock that stmtted on litüe stilts disdain- 
fnlly. These things made Gerard laugh now and then; but 
the g^j seene could not really enliven it, for his heart was not 
in tiine with it. So, hearing a young man say to his fellow 
that the duke had been in the meadow, bat was gone to the 
Stadthouse to entertain the burgomasters and aldermen and, 
the competitors for the prizes, and their friends, he suddenly. 
remembered he was hungry, and should like to sup with a 
prince. He left the river-side, and this time he found the 
HoogStraet, and it speedily led him to the Stadthouse. But 
when he got there he was refused, first at one door, then at 
another, tili he came to the great gate of the court*yard. It 
was kept by soldiers, and superintended by a pompous major«, 
domo, glittering in an embroidered collar and a goldchain 
of Office ) and holding a white staff with a gold knob. There 
was a crowd of persons at the gate endeavouring to soften this 
official rock. They came ap in tum like ripples , and retired 
as such in toni; It eost Gerard a struggle to get nearhim, 
and when he was within four heads of the gate, he saw 
something that made his heart beat: there was Peter, with 
Margaret on his-arm, soUciting humbly for entrance. 

>' My cousiA. the alderman is not at home, They say he ia 
here." 
. *>Whatisth*ttotoe, oldman?" 

2* 
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^'IfTtmwillnotletvuipaflsintoliiiii, alleafttaketfaisleaf 
firom mj tablet to inj ooiuiii. See I luvre writtea his name: 
he will come oat to vw." 

''Forwhatdoyoatekemet leanynomeesages. Ikeep 
thegate.** 

Hethenbawled, inastentorianToiee, inezorably: 

"No strängen enter here bat tfae eompetiton and ishm 
companies.** 

'^Corne, oldman," eriedaToiceintiieorowd, ''joaba^e 
gotten jonr answer; makewmy." 

Margaret tomed half round imploringlj ; 

''Gk>od people, we aze eome firom far, and mj father ia 
old ; and my eoosin has a new eenrant Ihat knowa m not, and 
woold not iet na Bit in onr consin't honse.'* 

At this the crowd langhed hoarselj. Margaret ahrank aa 
if thej had stmok her. At that numient a hand graq>ed hera 
— a magic grasp ; it feit Uke heart meeting heart , or magnet 
Steel. Bhe tomed quiokly round at it, and it was Gward. 
Sueh a little cry of joy and ai^>eal came from her bosom, and 
ehe began to whimper prettily. 

Tliej had hnstled her and frightened her for one thing; 
and her cousin's tiionghtlessness, in not eren telling Us 
serrant they were Coming, was cniel; and tiie senrant*s en^ 
tion, however wise and faithfol to her master, was bitteriy 
mortifying to her father and her. And to her so mortified, 
and anxions and jostled, came soddenly this kind hand and 
fkce. ^* Hinc ill» lacrim».** 

'^All is well now,*' remarked a coame homoorist; **she 
hatii gotten her sweetheart.*' 

"Haw! hawl hawf went tiie erowd. V- 

She dropped Oerard^ band directly, and turned round, 
with eyes flashing throngh her tears : 

^I have no sweetheart, yoa rade men. Bvt I am fHendless 
in your boorish town, and this is a firiend; and ose who 
knows, what you know not, how to treat the aged and the 
weak." 

The crowd was dead silent. They had only been thonght- 
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less , and nöw feit the rebüke , thbugh severe , was just. The 
silence enabled Gterard to treat witib tiie porter. 

^lamaoompetitcnr, sir.'' 

'^Wkat h yova name?" and tiie man eyed him snspi- 
eiouslj. 

<*Gerard, aeaoncrfElias." 

The jasitor inspeeted a slip of parehment he held in his 
hand: 

^^ Gerald EUiassoen can enter." 

<<With]&7 Company, thesetwo?" 

^'Nay; those are not jour Company: they came before 
yoa." 

^<Whatmator? they aremyfinendSy andwithonith^oil 
gonotin." 

"Staywithout, thoa.*' 

«ThatwiUInot." 

"Thatwewülaee." 

" We will, and speedily." And with this, Gerard raised a 
vCHce of astoondiag Toiume and power, and shonted , so tfaat 
tiie whole street rang : 

««Ho! PbiupEablofHollahd!" 

<*Areyoamad?" cried the por(er. 

^^HXIS 10 OMX OV TOUB YABLETa DSRM TOU.** 

«<Hnsh, hnahr' 

" ASD WILL MOT LBT TOUE OÜBBTS FABS ZV." 

"Hnah! marder! The dnke'a there. Tm dead," cried 
the janitor, qoaking. 

Then snddenly tiying to overpowcr Q^rard's ihnnder , he 
ahouted, with all his lungs : 

''Om sfu eAn, n khayxs! Wat th»b »oa GaaAmn 
Euassobhamdhiscoiipjlht! (the fiendsgo with him l") 

Thegateswungopenasbyma^c. Bight soldiera lowered 
. iheir pikes half way, and made aa areh, ander whick the 
vietorioas tiiree marched in trhimpliaiit The moment they 
^ad passedy the pikes olashed together horizontally to bar the 
gatÖFay, and all bat pinned an abdominal Citizen that aou^^bt 
to wedge in along witii them. 
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Once passed the gaarded portal, afewtteptlmmgfattiie 
trio upon a scene of Oriental luxaiy. The court-Tard was 
laid out in tables loaded wiüi rieh meats, and piled witfa 
gorgeouB plate. Gnests in rieh and Tarimii eottnmea aat 
beneath a leafy canopy of fresh cut branches fastened taste» 
fdlly to golden, silver, and blue silken eordithattraTorsed 
the area; and fmits of many hnes, inclnding lome artifieial 
onesofgold, lilver, andwaz, hongpendent, orpeepedlike 
fair ejes among the green leayes of plane-treea and lime- 
trees. The duke'i minstrels swept their lutea at intenrals, 
and a fountain played red Borgondj in six jets that met and 
battled in the air. The evening son darted its fires throngfa 
those bright and porple wine spouts, making them jets and 
cascades of molten rubies, then passingon, tinged with tiie 
blood of the grape, shed crimson glorios here and there on 
fair faces, snowy beards, yelvet, satin, jewelled hilts, glowing 
gold, gleaming silver, and sparkling glass. Geraidandhis 
friends stood dazzled, spell boond. Presently a whisper 
buzzed roond them, "Salate the dnke! Salute the duke!" 
Thej looked up , and there on high, under the dais, was their 
sovereign, bidding them welcome with a kindly wäre of fhe 
hand. The men bowed low, and Margaret curtsied with a 
deep and gracefdl obeisance. The duke's hand beinf <ip, he 
gave it another tum, and pointed the new comers out to a 
knot of yalets. InstanÜj seven of his people, with an obedient 
Start, went headlong at our friends, seated them at a table, 
and put fifteen mahy-coloured soups before them, in littU 
silver bowls, and as many wines in qrjstal yases. 

**Na7, father, let us not eat until we have thanked'our 
good friend,'* said Margaret, now first recoyering from all 
this bnstle. 

"Girl, he is our guardian angel." 

Gerard put his face into his hands. 

"Teil me when you haye done," said he, "and I will 
reappear and haye my supper, f or I am hungry. I know 
which of US three is the happiest at meeting again." 

"Me?" inquired Margaret 
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"No: gaessagain." 

"Pather?" 

«No." 

"Then I have no guess which it canbe;" andslie gave a 
litüe crow of happiness and gaiety. The soup was tasted, and 
vanished in a twirl of fourteen hands, and fish came on the 
table in a dozen forms, with patties of lobster and ahnonds 
mixed, and of ahnonds and cream, and an immense variety 
of " brouets ," known to ns as " rissoles." The next trifle was 
a wildboar, which smelt diyine. Why, then, did Margaret 
Start away from it with two shrieks of dismay, and pinch so 
good afriend as Gerard? Becaose the duke's "cnisinier** had 
been too clever; had made this ezcellent dish too captivating 
to the sight as well as taste. He had restored to the animal, 
by elaborate mimicry with bumt sugar and other edible 
colonrs, the hair and bristles he had robbed him of by fire and 
water. To make him still more enticing, the huge tnsks were 
carefully preserved in the brute's jaw, and gave his mouth 
the winning smile that comes of tusk in man or beast: and 
two eyes of coloured sogar glowed in his head. St. Argus I 
what eyes! so bright; so blood-shot, so threatening — tiiey 
followed a man and every movement of his knife and spoon. 
But, jndeed, I need the pencil of Granville or Tenniel to 
make you see the two gilt valets on the opposite side of the 
table putting the monster down before our friends, with a 
smiling, self-satisfied, benevolent obseqoioosness — for this 
ghastly monster was the flower of all comestibles — old Peter 
clasping both hands in pioiis admiration of it; Margaret 
wheeling round with hoiror-stricken eyes and her hand on 
G-erard*s Shoulder, squeaking and pincMng; his face of un- 
wise delight ät being pinched, the grizzly brüte glaring 
snlkily on all , and the guests grinning from ear to ear. 

"What's to do?" shouted the duke, hearing the Signals 
öf female distress. Seven of his people with a zealous start 
went headlong and told him. He laughed and said, "G-ive 
herofthebeef-stuffing, then, and bring me Sir Boar." Bene- 
volent monarch! The beef-stuffing was his own private dish. 
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On these grand occasions an ox was roasted whole, and re- 
served for the poor. Bat this wiae aa well aa charitable prince 
haddiscoyered, thatwliateverveniBon, harea, lamb, pooltiy, 
&c. y 70a akewered into that beef cayem, got cooked to per- 
fection, retaining their own joices and receiying thote of the 
reeking ox. Thete he called hii beef-itnffing, and took da<- 
light therein, aa did now onr trio ; for, at hia word , seyen oi 
his people went headlong, and droye lilyer tridenta into the 
ateamingcayeatrandom, andapeared a kid, acygnet, and 
a flock of wild fowl. These presently amoked before Gkrard 
and Company; and Peter's face, aad and ali^tly morose at 
tibie loaa of the sayage hog, expanded and ahone. After tfaia, 
twenty different tarts of fhiita and herbe , and last of all, eon- 
fectionery on a Titanic scale; cathedrala of sogar, ail gilt 
and painted in the interstices of the bas-reliefs; Castles with 
their moats, and ditches, imitated to the life; elephanta, 
cameis, toads; knights on horseback joosting; kings and 
pnncesses looking on; trumpeters blowing; and all these 
personages deUcious eating, and their yeins filled wifh sweet- 
scented joices: works of art made to be destroyed. Tho 
goests breached a bastion, cronched a crosader and hia horae 
andlance, orcrackedabishop, cope, chasobljB, orosierand 
all, as remorselesslj as we do a carraway c^mfit; sipping, 
meanwhile, hippocraa and other spiced drinks, and Greä 
and Corsican wines, while eyery now and theo llttle Torkish 
boys, torbaned, spangled, jewelled, and gilt, cameoffering 
on bended knee golden trooghs of rose-water and orange- 
water to keep the goests* hands cool and perfomed. 

Bot long before oor party arriyed at this final stage, ap- 
petite had soccombed, and Gerard had soddenly remembered 
he was the bearer of a letter to the Princess Marie , and , in an 
ondertone, had asked one of the seryants ifhe wooldonder- 
take to deliyer it. The man took it with a deep obeiaance: 
"He coold not deliyer it himself, bot woold instanüy giye 
it one of the princess's soite , seyeral of whom were aboot." 

It may be remembered that Peter and Margaret came here 
not to dme, bot to flnd their coosin. Well, the old gen- 
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tleman ate heartily, and being rnnch fatigaed dropped asleepi 
and forgot all about *lii« cousin. Margaret did not remind 
him, weBhallhear^y. 

Meaatimey that eousin was seated witfain a few feet of 
them, at their backs, and discoyered them when Margaret 
tumed round and screamed at the boar. Bat he forbore to 
speak to them, for mnnicipal reasons. Margaret was very 
plainly dressed, and Peter ineüned to tbreadbare. So the 
alderman said to hünBell^ 

^^Twillbetimetomakeapto them when the ran sets and 
the Company diBperses : then I will take my poor relations to 
myhouBey and none will be the wiier." 

Halftheconrseswere lost onG-erard and Margaret They 
were no great eaters, and just now were feeding on sweet 
thoughts that have eyer been onfayonrable to appetite. Bat 
there is a delicate kind of sensaality, to whose inflaence these 
two yyere perhaps more sensitiye äian any other pair in that 
assemblv; thedelightsofcoloory mosic, andperfome, allof 
which blended so fascinatingly here. 

Mar^^aret leaned back and half closed her eyes, and mar- 
muredtoCkrard: ^'Whataloyelyscene! the warm son, the 
green shade, the rieh dresses, the bright mosic of tiie hites 
and the cool nrasic of the foantain , and all f aces so happy and 
gs.yl and then, itistoyonweGweit.** 

GFerardwassilentaUbathiseyes; obserying which — 

^'Kow, speak not tome," said Margaret langaidly; '4et 
me listen to the foontün: what are yoa a competitor for?** 

He told her. 

"Very well! Teuwillgamoneprize^ atleast" 

"Which? which? haye yoa Seen any ofmywork?** 

"I? no. Bot yoa will gamaprize.** 

^^ I hope so : bot what makes yoa think so?" 

"Because yoa were so good to my father," 

Grenurdsmiiedat the feminine logie, and hang bis hemd at 
the sweet piraisey andwassilent 

'^Speak not," marmored Margaret "They say Üui ig ^ 
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World of sin and miserj. Can tiiat be? What is yoiir opi- 
nion?" 

^'No! that is all a silly old song," ezplained <3krard, 
*^ 'Tis a byword our elders keep repeating, oat of cnstom : it is 
nottrae." 

''How can 70a know? 70a are bat a child," said Margaret, 
with pensive dignity. 

" Wh7 only look round ! And then I thonght I had lost 70U 
for ever; and you are by my side: and now the minstrels 
are going to pla7 again. Sin and misery? Stoff and non- 
sense!" 

The lutes burst out. The conrt-7ard rang again with their 
delicate harmon7. 



'* What do you admire most of all these beautiful things, 
Gerard?" 

" You know my name? How is that? " 

" White magfc. I am a witch." 

" Angels are never witches. But I can't think how you — " 

^'Foolish boy I was it not eried at the gate loud enough to 
deave one?" 

^'Soitwas. Whereismyhead? What do 1 admire most? 
If you will sit a little more that way, 1*11 teil you." 

"Thisway?" 

"Yes; so that the light may fall on you. There. I see 
many fair things here, fairer than I could have conceived; 
but ihe bravest of all to my eye, is your lovely hair in its süver 
frame, and the setting sun kissing it. It minds me of what 
the Vulgate praises for beauty, ^an apple of gold in a netmork 
of süver ^^ and, what a pity I did not know you before 1 
sent in mypoor endeavours at illuminating! I could illuminate 
so much better now. I could do everything better. There, 
now the sun is füll on it, it is like an aureole. So our Lady 
looked, and none since her until to-day." 

"Ofie! itiswickedto talk so. Compare a poor, coarse* 
favoured girl like me with the Queen of Heaven? Gerard! I 
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thoaght you were a good yoimg manL." And Margaret '»ras 
shocked apparenüy. 

Gerard tried to explain. "1 am no worse than the restr 
bat how can 1 help having eyes ; and a heart — Margaret I *' 

"Gerard?" 

* ' Be not angry now l " 

"Now, isitlikely?" 

"Iloveyou.** 

" for shamel you must not say that to me,** andMargaret; 
coloured forioosly at tSiis sudden assault. 

"1 can't help it. I love you. I love you." 

^^Hushy hushl for pity*8 sakel I must not listen to sucli. 
words irom a stranger. I am ungratefiil to call you a strangeir. 
O how one may be mistakenl If I had known you were ao 
bold — *' And Margaretes bosom began to heave, and h^^i. 
cheeks were covered with blushes, and she looked towar^^ 
her sleeping father, very much like a timid thing that m^,^ 
ditates actoal flight. 

Then G^rard was frightened at the alann he cause^ 
^'Forgive me," said he imploringly. "How could any Ox^^ 
help loving you? " 

"Well, sir, I will try and forgive you — you are so gOo^ 
in other respccts ; but then you must promise me never to a^^ 
you — to say that again." ^* 

** G-ive me your band then, or you don*t forgive me.*' 

She hesitated; but eyentually put out her band a v^ 
little way, very slowly, and with seemmg reluctance. He to^^ 
it, and Held it prisonor. When she thought it had beeu tlx ^ 
long enou^li, sbe tried gently to draw it away. He hol^^-^ 
tightr it sixbmitted quite patiently to force. Wbat is thö ^* 
resistin^ force? She tumed her head away, andber 1^^^ 
eyelaslies drooped sweetly. Gkrard lost nothing by bi« ^^^ 
mise. V^Tords were not heeded here: and silence w^ ^'^^ 
eloqnent. N^ature was in that day what she is in ow»^^'^ 
manneirs ipviere somewhatfrcer. Then, asnow -^^ «^^ ^^^ 
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back alanned at tiie fint words of lore; but of pniderf and 
artificial ooqaetiy Üiere was litüe, and Üie jonng toon read 
one another's hearts. Eyeiything was on Qtenad'B aide : hia 
good looks, her belief in hU goodneM, her gratitade; aad 
opportonity: for at the duke*8 banqoet thia mellow amnmer 
eye, all Üdngs dispoted the female nature to tendemese; 
the ayenues to Üie heart lay open; the «entet were so aootbed 
and subdued with loyely colours, genüe Boonda, and delieate 
odoun; the son gently sinking, the wann air, the g:reen 
canop7, the cool mosic of the now yiolet fotintain. 

Gerard and Margaret sat band in band in süence: and 
Qerard's eytn aonght hers loyingly; and hera now and then 
tumed on him timidlj and imploringlj: and presently two 
Bweet nnreasonable tears roUed down her cheeks, and aha 
smiled delidouelj wfaile they were drjing: jet thej did not 
take long. 

And the snn declined; and the air oooled; and tiie 
fonntain plashed more genüy; and the pair throbbed in 
nniflon, sAd süence, and this weaiy world looked beayen to 
them. 
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Oh, the merry days, the merry dayi when we were yomiff. 
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Oh, the merrj days, the merry dayt whea we were yoniif. 
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A emkTE white-haired 06nesdial came to their taUoi aod 
mqnired courteoiulj wkether Gerard Eliasaoen was of their 
Company. Upon Gerard's answer, he said : 

<* The Princess Marie woaldeoDferwühyou, joimgnr; 1 
am to eondact you to her presenee.' 

Inataatly aU face« wilhin hearing toriied shaip round, and 
werebentwithcuriosity andenvy onthe man that was to go 
to a princess. 

Gerard rose to obey. 

"I wager we shall not see yon again," said Margaret, 
cahnly, bat colonring a litüe. 

*' That will yon," was the reply : then he whispered in her 
ear : " This is mygood princess ; bat yoa are my qaeen.** He 
^ded aload: '< Wait for me, I pray yoo^ I will presently re- 
tum." 

"Ay, ayl** saidPeter, awaking and speaking at one and 
the same moment. 

Gerard gone, the pair whose dress was so hottiely, yet they 
#ere wilii the man whom the princess sent for, became '*the 
cynosore of neighbooring eyes;" observing which, WilHsm 
Johnson came forward, acted sarprise, and daimed his rela- 
üons: 

«< And to think that there was I at yoor backs, and yon saw 
me not" 

"Nay, coosin Johnson, Isaw yoa long syne,** said Mar- 
garet, coldly. 

*^ You saw me, and spoke not to me? ** 

**Coasin, itwasfM^yoatow^ecmieas toBotterdam, asit 
is for as to welcome yoa «t Sevenbergen. Yoar serrant de* 
nied OB a seat in yoar hoase." 

«Theidiot!- 

**And I had a mind to see whether it was 'like maid Uke 
master:' forth^reissoothinbywords." 



so THB CL0I8TEB 

William Johnson blnshed purple. He saw Margaret was 
keen, and suspected him. He did the wisest thing nnder the 
circumstance«, tnuted to deeds not words. He Insisted on 
their Coming home with him at once, and he would show them 
whether the j were welcome to Botterdam or not 

«Who doubts it, coosin? Who doubts it?" said the 
Scholar. 

Margaret thanked him gracionslj, bat dmnoired to go 
just now: said she wanted to hear tibe minstreliTagaui. In 
abont a qnarter of an honr Johnson renewed his proposal, and 
bade her obsenre that many of the gaests had left. Hien her 
real reason came ont 

*'It were ill manners toonrfriend: and he will lose ns. He 
knows not where we lodge inBotterdam, and the city is large, 
and we haye parted Company once already." 

'^ Oh ! '* said Johnson, '* we will provide for that My yoong 
man, ahem ! I mean my secretary, shall sit here and wait, and 
bring him on to my hoose: he shall lodge with me and with 
no oSier." 

« Cousin, we shall be too burdensome." 

^'Nay, nay; you shall see whether you are welcome, 
or not, you and your friends, and your friends* fidends 
if need be: and I shall hear what the princess would with 
him." 

Margaret feit a thrill of joy that Gerard should be lodged 
under the same roof with her; then she had a slight misgiving. 
*'But if your young man should be thoughtless, and go play, 
aud Gerard miss him?" 

'*He go play? He leave that spot where I put him? and 
bid him stay ? Ho ! Stand forth, Hans Cloterman." 

A figure clad in black serge and dark yiolet hose arose, 
and took two steps and stood before them without moving a 
musde: a solemn precise young man, the yery statue ot 
grayity and starched propriety. At his aspect Margaret, 
being vezy happy, could haxdly keep her countenance. But 
she whispered Johnson, '* X would put my hand in the fire foT; 
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him. We are at your command, consm, as soon as you have 
giyen him bis Orders.'* 

Hans was then instracted to sit at ihe table and wait for 
Gerardy and conduct Hm to Ooster-Waagen Straet He re- 
plied , not in words , but by cabnly taking the seat indicated, 
and Margaret, Peter and William Johnson went away to« 
gether. 

«And, indeed, it is time youwereabed, father, after all 
your trayel," said Margaret. This had been in her mind all 
along. 

Hans Cloterman sat waiting for Gerard, solemn and 
business-like. The minutes flew by, bat ezcited no impa- 
tience in that perfect yomig man. Johnson did him no more 
than justice when he laughed to scom the idea of his secre- 
taiy leaying his post, or neglecting his duty, in pnrsoit of 
sport or out of youthfiil hilarity and fiivolity. 

As G^rard was long in coming, the patient Hans — his 
employer's eye being no longer on him — improved the time 
by quaffing solemnly, silenüy, and at short but accu- 
rately measured intenraLs, goblets of Corsican wine. The 
wine was strong, so was Cloterman's head: and Gerard had 
been gone a good hour ere the model secretaiy imbibed the 
notion that Creation ezpected Cloterman to drink the health 
of all good fellows, and ''nomm^ent" of the Duke of Bur- 
gundy there present. With this view he filled bumper nine, 
and rose gingerly but solenmly and slowly. Haying reached 
his füll height, he instantly rolled upon ihe grass, goblet in 
band, spilling the cold liquor on more than one ankle — whose 
owners firisked — but not distnrbing a muscle in his own long 
face, which, in the total eclipse of reason, retained its gravity, 
primness, and inf allibility. 

The seneschal led Grerard ihrough sereral passages to the 
door of the pavilion, where some young noblemen, embroi- 
dered and feathered, sat sentinel, guarding the heir-apparent, 
and playing cards by the red light of torches their seryants 
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held. A whisper from the seneiclial, and one of them rose 
reluctantlj, stared at Gerard with hanghty eurprise, and 
entered the paTllion. He presenüy retumed, and beckoning 
the pair, led them through a passage or two and landed them 
in an antechamber, where sat three more joung gentlemen, 
feathered, fiirred, and embroidered like pieees of fancj work. 
and deep in that instractive and edifying branch of leamtng, 
dice. 

" You can*t see the princesB — it is too late,** said one. 

Another followed snit: — 

" She passed this waj bat now with her nurse. She is 
gonetobed, doli and all. Deuce-aceagain!" 

Gerard prepared to retire. The seneschal, with an in^ 
credoloussmile, replied: — 

''The jonng man is here bj the counteM*0 orden; be so 
good as conduct him to her ladies." 

On this a süperb Adonis rose, with an injured look, and 
led Gerard into a room where sat or lolloped eleven ladies, 
chattering like magpies. Two, more indostrions than the rest, 
were playing cat*s-cradle with fingers as nimble as their 
tongues. At the sight of a stranger all the tongues stopped 
like one piece of complicated machinery, and all the ejes 
tomed on Gerard, as if the same string that checked the 
tongues had tumed the eyes on. Gerard was ill at ease be- 
fore, but this battery of ejes discoontenanced him, and down 
w^it his eyes on the ground. Then the cowards finding, like 
the hare who ran by the pond and the frogs scuttled into the 
water, that there was a Creatore they could fnghten, giggled 
and eigoyed their prowess. Then a duenna said , severely, 
"MesdamesT* and they were all abashed at once as thoogh a 
modesty string had been pnlled. This same duenna took 
Gerard, and marched before him in solemn silence. The 
young man's heart sank , and he had half a mind to tum and 
ruH out of the place. " What must princes be ," he thought, 
*'when their courtiers are so freezing? Doubtless they take 
their breeding from him they serve.** These reflections were 
interrupted by the duenna suddenly introducing him into i^ 
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room where three ladies sat working, and a pretty Utile girl 
tiining a lute. The ladies were richlj but not showily dressed, 
and ÜLe duenna went up to the one who was hemming a 
kerchief, and said a few words in a low tone. Thisladjthen 
tomed towards Gerard, with a smile, and beckoned him to 
come near her. She did not rise , but she laid aside her work, 
and her manner of tuming towards him, slight as the move- 
ment was, was fall of grace and ease and courtesj. She began 
a conversation at once. 

'* Margaret Van Eyck is an old friend of mine, sir, and I 
am right glad to have a letter firom her band , and thankful to 
70a, sir, for bringing it to me safely. Marie, mj love, this is 
the young gentleman who brought you tiiat pretty mini- 
ature." 

''Sir, I thank you a thousand times,** said the young 
lady. 

<< I am glad you feel her debtor , sweetheart, for our friend 
could have us to do him a little service in retum." 

''I will do anything on earth for him," replied the young 
lady, withardour. 

"An3rthing on earth is nothing in the world," said the 
Countess of Charolois , quietly. 

"Well, then, I will — What would you baye me to do, 
sir?" 

Gerard had just found out what high society he was in. 
"My sovereign demoiselle," said he, gently and a little 
tremulously, " where there have been no pains there needs no 
reward." 

"But we must obey mamma. All the world must obey 
mamma." 

" That is true. Then , our demoiselle , reward me , if you 
will, by letting me hear the stave you were going to sing and I 
did interrupt it." 

"What, youlovemusic, sir?" 

"ladoreit." 

The little princess looked inquiringlyathermother, and 
receiyed a smile of assent She then took her lute and sang a 
Th» Cloüter and the Hearth, L 3 
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romaont of the daj, Although bat tweWe yean old, she was 
a well-taught and painstaking musician. Her littie clawswept 
the chords with coorage and precision, and strack oat the 
notes of the arpeggio clear, and distinct, and bright, like 
twinkling stars; but the main charm was her Toice. It was 
not mighty, bat it was round , clear, fall, and ringinglikea 
bell. She sang with a certain modest eloqaence, &oagh ehe 
knew none of the tricks of feeling. She was too joong to be 
theatrical, or even sentimental, so nothing wasforced — all 
(Tushed. Her littie moath seemed the moati^ of Natare. The 
ditty, too, was as pure as its atterance. As there were none 
of those false divisions — those whining slars, which are now 
sold so dear by Italian songsters , thoagh ererj jackal in 
India delivers them gratis to his castomers all night, and 
sometimes gets shot for them, and always deserves it — so 
there were no cadences and fioritari, the trite, targid, and 
feeble expletives of song, the skim milk, with which mindless 
masicians and mindless writers qaench fire, wash out colour, 
and drown melody and meaning dead. 

While the pure and tender strain was flowing from the 
pure young l^oat, Gerard*s eyes fiiled. The countess 
watched him with intercst, for it was usual to applaud the 
princess loudly, but not with cheek and eye. So when the 
Yoice ceased, and the glassesleffc off ringing, sheaskedde- 
murely, " Was he content? " 

Gerard gave a littie start; the spoken voice broke a 
charm , and brought him back to earth. 

"Oh, madaml" he cried, "surely it is thus that cherubs 
and Seraphs sing, and charm the saints in heaven.** 

"lamsomewhatof youropinion, my young friend," said 
the countess, with emotion; and she beut a look of love and 
gentle pride upon her girl: a heavenly look, such as, they 
say, is given to the eye of the short-lived resting on the short- 
lived. 

The countess resumed: 

"My old friend requests me to be serviceable to you. It 
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ui the first f avonr slie lias done ob the honour of asking xu, and - 
the request is Bacred. Youare in holy Orders, sir?" 
Grerard bowed. 

** I £ear you are not a priest, you look too young." 
** Oll, no, madam ; I am noteven a sub-deacon. I am only 
a lector; but next month I shall be an exorcist; and before 
long an acolyth.** 

** Well, Monsieur Gerard, wiA your accomplishment» 
you can söon pass throngh the inferior Orders. And let me 
t^eg you to do so. For the day after you have said your first 
mass I shall have the pleasure of appointing you to a bene- 
fice." 

"Oll, madam!" 

" Ajid, Marie, remember I make this promise in your 
name as Trell as my own." 

''f^eariiot,mamma: I will not forget But if he will take 
my advice , what he will be is ]Kshop of Li^ge. The Bishop 
of 1^14 ge ia a beauliful bishop. What ! do you not remember 
him, xnamma, that day we were at Li^ge? he was brarer thaxk 
grandpapa himself. He had on a crown, a high one, and it 
Tvas cut in the middle, and it was fiillof ohl such beautifol^ 
jewels : and bis gown stiff with gold; and his mantle, too; an^ 
it had a hroad border, all pictures: but, above all, his gloves • 
you, have no such gloves, mamma. They were embroidere^ 
and covered -vrilh jewels, and scented with such lorely scex^:^. 
I smelt them all the time he was giring me his blessing ou ik^;^ 
head wi^i them. Dear old man! I dare say he will die so^^ 
— mo8t old people do — and then, rir, you eaa be Inshop^ ^cm. 
hno-w , and 'wear — " 

" Qently, Mary, gcntly : bidioprics are for old gcntleniexi - 
and this is a y^oung gentieman.** ^ 

''Mamma! heisnotsoyeryyoung." 
"Not compared with you, Marie, eh?" 
"He is a good bigth, dcar mamma ; and I am sure H^ - 
goo€l enou^^li for a bishop." ^ 

''Alasy mademoiselle! you are mistaken.** 
"I know not that, Monricur Gerard; bot I «la a Ii*«i^ 



86 TRB OLOTSTBS 

pQuled to know on what gronndf mademoitelle tiiece pro- 
Donncefl joiir diaracter to boldlj.** 

'' Alai, mamma ! ** said the princess, '* you have not looked 
at hii face, then;" and ahe raiied her eyebrowt at her mother*t 
•implicity. 

''Ibegyoarpardon," laidthecoimtess, "Ihave. WaO, 
0ir , if I cannot go quite m fast aa mj daughter , attribnte it to 
my age, not to a want of intereat in jonr weif are. A benefice 
wül do to begin jonr eareer with; and I moat take care it k 
not too far £rom — what call jou the place? " 

"Tergou, madam." 

<' A priest giyes up much," continued the coontess ; " often, 
I fear, he leams too late how mach;*' and her woman'a eye 
reated a moment on G«rard with mild pity and half sniprise at 
his resigning her sex, and all the hearen thej can bettow, and 
the great parental joys: *<at least 70a ihall be near yonr 
friends. Haye 70a a mother ? ** 

«Yes, madam; thankabetoGodI" 

** Good ! You shall have a chnrch near Tergon. She will 
thank me. And now, sir, we must not detain 70a too long ftom 
those who haye a better olaim on 7oar society than we have. 
Dnehess, oblige me b7 bidding one of the paces conduct him 
to the hiJl of banquet ; the wa7 is hard to find/^ 

Gtoard bowed low to the oonntesa and the princeaa, and 
backed towards the door. 

*<I hope it will be a nice benefice," said the princeaa to 
him , with a pretty smile , aa he was going out; then , shaking 
her head with an air of aolemn misgiving, ''bat 70U had 
better have been Bishop of Li^ge.'* 

Gerard followed his new conductor, his heartwarm with 
gratitade: bat ere he reached the banqoet-hall a chill cama 
over him. The mind of one who haa led a qoiet, nneTentfol 
lifo is not apt to take in contradictoi7 feelings at the same 
moment and balance them, bat rather to be oyerpowered by 
each in ixonA While Gerard was with the coontess, the ex- 
citementofsonewasitaation, theonlookedforpromise, the 
J07 and pride it would caase at home, possessed him wbolly; 



JÜXD THB HEABTH. 37 

bntnowitwaspassion'stamtobelieardagain. What, give 
up Margaret, whose soft hand he still feit in bis, and her deep 
ejes in bis heart? resign her and all the world of loye and joy 
she had opened on him to-day? The reTulsion, when it did 
come, was so streng, that he hastily resolved to say nothing at 
home about the offered benefice. '* The coontess is so good," 
thought he, '^she has a hundred ways of aiding a joung man's 
fortune: she will not compel me to be a priest when she shall 
leaml love one of her sex: one would almostthink she does 
know it, for she cast a stränge look on me, and said, 'A 
priest gives up much, too much.* I dare say she will give me 
a place about the palace." And with this hopeful reflection 
bis mind was eased, and, being now at the entrance of the 
banqueting-hall, he thanked bis conductor, and ranhastilj 
with joyful eyes to Margaret. He came in sight of the table — 
she was gone. Peter was gone too. Nobody was at the table at 
all : only a Citizen in sober garments had just tumbled under it 
dead drunk, and several persons were raising him to carry 
him away. Gkrard never guessed how important this solenm 
drunkard was to him; he was lookingfor'^Beauty," andlet 
the ''Beast" lie. He ran wildly round the hall, which was 
now comparatiyely empty. She was not there. He left the 
palace: outside he found a crowd gaping at two great fan- 
lights just lighted over the gate. He asked them eamestly if 
they had seen an old man in a gown, and a loyely girl pass 
out. They laughed at the question. <' They were staring at 
these new lights that tum night into day. They didn*t trouble 
their heads about old men and young wenches, eyeiy-day 
flights.** From another group he leamed there was a Mystery 
being played imder canyas hard by, and all the world gone to 
see it. This reyiyed bis hopes, and he went and saw the 
Mystery. In this representation diyine personages, too sacred 
for me to name here, came dumsily down from heayen to talk 
sophistry with the cardinal Yirtues, the nine Muses, and the 
seyen deadly Sins, all present in human shape, and not unlike 
one another. To enliyen which weary stuff in rattled the 
Prince pf the power of the air, and an imp that kept molesting 
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him and buffeting him with a bladder, at each tiiwack of 
which the crowd were in ecstasies. When the Vice» had 
uttered good störe of obscenity and the Virtoes twaddle, the 
celestials , including the nine Musei , went gingerlj back to 
heavcn one by one; for there was bat one clood; and two 
artisans worked it np with its supematoral freight, and 
worked it dowp with a winch, in füll sigbt of the andience. 
These disposed of , the bottomless pit opened and flamed in 
the centre of the stage; the carpeuten and Virtaes shoved 
the Vices in, and the Virtues and Beelzebub and hit tor- 
mentor danced merrily round the place of etemal tortore to 
the fife aud tabor. 

This entertainment was writ bj the Bishop of Ghent for 
the difiPusion of religious sentiment hy the aid of the senses, 
and was an average speeimen of theatrical ezhibitions so long 
as they were in the hands of the clergy. But, in course of time 
the laity conducted piays, and so the theatre, I leam ftom the 
pulpit, has become profane. 

Margaret was nowhere in the crowd, and Gerard could not 
enjoj the Performance: he actuallj went away in Act 2, in 
the midst of a much-admired piece of dialogue, in which 
Justice out-quibbled Satan. He walked through many streets, 
but could not find her he sought. At last , f airly wom out, he 
went to a hostelrj and slept tili daybreak. All that day, 
heayy and heartsick, he sought her, but could never fall in 
with her or her father, nor ever obtain the slightest clue. 
Then he feit she was false or had changed her mind. He was 
irritated now, as well as sad. More good fortune feil on him: 
ho almost hated it. At last, on the third day, affcer he had 
once more been through every street, he said ^' She it not in 
the town, and I shall never see her again. 1 will go home." 
He Started for Tergou with royal favour promised, witii 
fifteen golden angels in his purse, a golden medal on his 
bosom and a heart like a lump of lead. 
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left: the rest to chance ; the resnlt was a human wedge , an in- 
yerted cone. He might jastly have taken her to task in the 
terms of Horace: — 

Amphora emptt 
Inftltnl; eorrente rotA cor uroeiu ezlt? 

His centre was anything bat bis centre of grayitj. Bisected, 
Upper Giles would have outweighed three lower Giles. Bot 
this Yery disproportion enabled him to do feats that would 
have bi^ed Milo. His brawnj arms had no weight to draw 
after them; so he could go np a vertical pole like a sqnirrel, 
and hang for hours from a bough bj one band like a cherry by 
its stalk. If he could have made a raeuum with hb hands , as 
the Uzard is said to do with its feet, he would have gone along 
a ceiüng. Now, this pocket atUete was insanely fond of 
griping the dinner-table with both hands, and so swinging; 
and then — climax of delightl — he woidd seize it witib bis 
teeth, and, taking off his hands, hold on like grim death hy his 
huge ivories. 

But all our Jojs, however elevating, suffer Interruption. 
Little Kate caught Sampsonet in this posture, and stood 
aghast. She was her mother*s daughter, and herheartwas 
with the fumiture, not with the 12mo gymnast 

'< Oh, Giles 1 how can you? Mother is athand. It dents 
the table." 

"Go and teil her, little talebearer,** snarled Giles. "You 
are the one for making mischief ." 

"Ami?" inquiredKate, calmly; "thatisnewstome." 

"The biggest in Tergou," growled Giles, fastening on 
again. 

"Oh,indeed?" said Kate drily. 

This piece of unwonted satire launched, and Giles not 
visibly blasted, she sat down quietly and cried. 

Her mother came in almost at that moment, and Giles 
hurled himself under the table, and there glared. 

"What is to do now?" said the dame, sharply. Then 
toming her ezperienced eyes from Kate to GUes, and ob- 
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serving the position he had taken up, and a sheepish ex* 
pression, she hinted at cuffing of ean. 

"Nay, mother," saidthegirl; "itwasbatafoolishword 
Giles spoke. I Ead not noticed it at another time ; bat I was 
tired and in care for G^rard, you know." 

"Let no one be in care for me/* said a faintyoiceatthe 
door, and in tottered Qerard, pale, dusty, and wom out; 
and amidst nplifted hands and cries of delight, curiosity, 
and anziety, mingled, dropped exhansted into the nearest 
chair. 

Beating Rotterdam, likeacovert, for Margaret, and the 
long jonmey afterwards, had f airly knocked Gerard up. Bnt 
elastic youäi soon revived, and behold him the centre of an 
eager circle. First of all they most hear about the prizes. 
Then Gerard told them he had been admitted to see the 
competitors* works all laid out in an enormous hall before the 
judges pronouneed. ''Oh, mother! oh, Kate; when I saw 
the goldsmiths' work, I had like to have fallen on the floor. I 
thought not all the goldsmiths on earth had so mach gold, 
silver, jewels, and cr^ of design and factore. Bat, in sooth, 
all the arts are divlne." 

Then, to please the females, he described to them the 
reliqoaries, feretories, calices, crosiers, crosses, pyxes, 
monstrances, and other wonders ecclesiastical, and the 
goblets, hanaps, watches, clocks, chains, brooches, &c., so 
that their moaths watered. 

''Bat, ELate, when I came to the illaminated work firom 
Ghent and Broges, my heart sank. Mine was dirt by the side 
of it. For the first minute I conld almost have cried; bat I 
prayed for a better spirit, and presently I was able to enjoy 
them, and thank Grod for those lovely works, and forthose 
skilfdl, patient, craftsmen, whom I own my masters. Well, 
the coloored work was so beantifal I forgot all about the 
black and iHiite. Bat, next day, when all the other prizes had 
beengiyen, they came to the writing, and whose name think 
youwaseaUedfirst?" 

"yow»,''TOdKate. 
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The others laoghed her to scom. 

" You may well laugh,*' said (}erard, "bat for all that 
Gerard Eliassoen of Tergou was the name the herald shoated. 
I stood stupid; they throst me forward. Everything swam 
bef ore my eyes. I f oond my seif kneeling on a coshion at the 
feet of the duke. He said something to me, bat I was so 
fluttered I could not answer him. So then he put bis band to 
bis side and did not draw a glaive and cut off my dull head, 
but gave me a gold medal, and there it is." Tberewasayell 
and ahnest a scramble. "And then he gave me fifteen great 
bright golden angels. I had seen one before, bat I neyer 
handled one. Here they are." 

** Oh, Gerard! oh, Gerard!" 

"There is one for you, our eldest; and one for you, 
Sybrandt, and for you, Little Mischief ; and two for tiiee, 
liittle Lily, because God hath afflicted thee, and one for my- 
seif to buy colours and yellum: and nine for her that nursed 
US all, and risked the two crowns upon poor (}erard*8 
band." 

The gold drew out their characters. Comelis and Sy- 
brandt clutched eaeh bis coin with one glare of greediness 
and another glare of enyy at Kate, who had gottwo pieces. 
Giles seized bis and roUed it along the floor and gambolled 
afterit. Kate put down her er utches and sat down, andheld 
out her little arms to Gerard with a beavenly gesture of loye 
and tendemess , and the mother , fairly benumbed at first by 
the shower of gold that feil on her apron, now cried out, 
"Leave kissing him, Kate, he is my son, not yours. Ah, 
Gerard, my boy ! I have not loved you as you desenred." 

Then Gerard threw himself on bis knees beside her, and 
she flung her arms round him and wept for joy and pride, 
upon bis neck. 

" Good lad ! good lad I " cried the hosier , with some emo- 
tion. "I must go and teil the neighbours. Lend me the 
medal, Gerard, TU show it my good friend, Peter Buyskens^ 
he is ever regaling me with how bis son Jorian won the tia 
mug a shooting at the butts.*' 
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''Ay, do mj man; and show Peter Bnyskens one of the 
angels. Teil him there are fourteen more where that came 
£rom. Mind 70a bring it me back ! " 

" Staj a minute , father , there is better news behind,** said 
Gerard, floshing with joy at the joj he caosed. 

"Better I Better thanthis?" 

Then Gerard told his interview with the conntess, and the 
lioose rang with joy. 

"Now, Crod bless the good lady, and bless the dame Van 
£yck ! A benefice? oor son ! My cares are at an end. £11, 
my good friend and master, now we two can die happy 
whenever oor time comes. This dear boy will take oor 
place , and none of these loyed ones will want a home or a 
friend." 

From that hoor Gerard was looked apon as the stay of the 
family. He was a son apart, bnt in another sense. He was 
always in the right, and nothing too good for him. Comelis 
and Sybrandt became more and more jealons of him, and 
longed for the day he shonld go to hisbenefice: they woold 
get rid of the favoorite, and his rererence's porse woold be 
opentothem. With these yiews he co-operated. Thewoond, 
loye had given him, throbbed doller and doller. His soccess 
and the affection and admiration of his parents, made him 
tiiink more highly of himself , and resent with more spirit 
Margaret's ingratitade and discoortesy. For all that, she had 
power to cool him towards the rest of her sex, and now ftnr 
eveiy reason he wished to be ordained priest as soon as he 
coold pass the intermediate Orders. He knew the Volgate 
already better than most of the dergy, and stadied the rubrie 
and the dogmas of the Chnrch with his friends the monks; 
and , the first time the bishop came that way , he applied to be 
admitted "exorcist,** the third step in holy Orders. The 
bishop qoestioned him, and ordained him at once. He had to 
kneel, and, after a short prayer, the bishop delivered to him a 
little MS. fall of exordsms, and said: "Take this, Grcrard, 
and have power to lay hands on the possessed, whether 
baptiaed or catechomens!" and he took it reverently, and 
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went home myested by the Churcb with power to cast out 
demons. 

Betuming home from the chiirch,he was met bj litüe Rate 
on her crutches. 

" Oh, Gerard ! who thmk jou, hath sent to onr house seek- 
ing you? — the borgomaster himself.** 

" Ghysbrecht Van Swieten? What would he with me ? " 

^'Nay, G^rard, I know not. Bat he seems urgent to see 
JOU. You are to go to his house on the instant" 

''Well, he is the borgomaster: I will go: bat it likes me 
not Kate , I haye seen him cast sach a look on me as no 
friend casts. No matter; such looksforewam the wise. To 
be sare, he knows — " 

" Knows what, Gerard? " 

"Nothing." 

"Nothmg?" 

«Kate,rilgo." 



OHAPTER V. 

Ghtsbbbcht Van Swietxh was an artfal man. He opened 
on the noyice with something qoite wide of the mark he was 
really aiming at "The town records," said he, "are crab- 
bedly written, and the ink rasty with age." He offered G«rard 
the honoar of transcribing them fair. 

Gerard inqaired what he was to be paid. 

Ghysbrecht offered a sam that would have just purchased 
the pens, ink, and parchment. 

" But, burgomaster, my labour ? Here is a year's work." 

"Your labour? Call you marking parchment labour? 
Little sweat goes to that, I trow." 

"'Tis labour, and skilled labour toboot: and that is better 
paid in all crafts than rüde labour, sweat or no sweat Besides, 
there's my time.** 

"Your time? Why what is time to you, at two-and- 
twenty ? '' Then fixing his eyes keenly <m Gerard, to mark the 
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effect of his words, he said; ''Say, rather, you are idie 
grown. You are in loye. Your body is with these chanting 
monks, bat your heart is with Peter Brandt and his red-haired 
girl." 

"I know no Peter Brandt" 

This denial confirmed Ghysbrechfs suspicion that the 
caster-out of demons was playing a deep game. 

" Ye lie !" he shouted. "Did I not find you at her elbow, 
on the road to fiotterdam? " 

"Ahl" 

'^Ah. And you were seen at Sevenbergen but t'other 
day." 

"WasI?" 
' '' Ay ; and at Peter's house.*' 

"At Sevenbergen?" 

"Ay, at Seyenbergen." 

Now, this was what in modern days is called a draw. It 
was a guess, put boldly forth as faet, to elicit by theyoung 
man's answer, whether he had been there lately or not. 

The resolt of the artifice surprised the crafty one. Gtoard 
Btarted up in a stränge state of nervous excitement. 

«Burgomaster/* said he, with tremblingyoice, "I have not 
been at Sevenbergen this three years, and I knew not the 
name ofthose you saw me with, nor where they dwelt ; but, as 
my time is precious, though youvalueitnot, give yougood 
day.** And he darted out, witii his eyes sparUing. 

Ghysbrecht started up in huge ire; but he sank into his 
chair again. 

" He fears me not. He knows something, if not all." 

Then he called hastily to his trusty servant, and almost 
dragged him to a window. 

"Seeyouyonman?"hecried. " Haste 1 FoUowhiml But 
let him not see you. He is young, but old in craffc. Keephim 
in sight all day. Let me know whither he goes , and what he 
does." 

It was night when the servant retumed. 

" Well? well?" cried Van Swieten, eagerly. 



46 



THE CLOISTEB 



" Master, the young man weht from 70U to SeYenbergen.** 

Ghysbrecht groaned. 

" To the houBe of Peter the Magician.** 

CHAPTER VI. 

"Look into your own heart and write!** said HerrCant; 
and earth's cuekoos echoed the cry. Look into the Rhine 
where it is deepest, and the Thames where it is thickest, and 
paint thebottom. Lower a bücket into awellof seif-deception, 
and what comes up most be immortal tnith, mu8tn*t it? No^, 
in the first place no son of Adam ever reads bis own heart at 
all, except by the habit acquired, and the light gained, from 
Bome years' perosal of otber Iiearts; and even then , with bis 
acquired sagacity and reflected light, he can but spell and 
decipher bis own heart, not read it fluently. Half way to 
Sevenbergen G«rard looked into bis own heart, and asked it 
why he was going to Sevenbergen. His heart replied without 
amoment's hesitation, "We are going out of curiosify, to 
know why she jilted us , and to show her it has not broken our 
hearts, and that we are quite content with our honours and 
ourbeneficeinprospectu, and don*t wanthernor any of her 
fickle sex." 

He soon found out Peter Brandts cottage ; and there sat a 
girl in the doorway , plying her needle , and a stalwart figure 
leaned on a long bow and talked to her. Gerard feit an un* 
accountable pang at the sight of him. However, the man 
tumed out tobepastfifty years ofage, anoldsoldier, whom 
Gerard remembered to have seen shoot at the butts with ad* 
mirable force and skilL Another minute and the youth stood 
before them. Margaret looked up and dropped her work, and 
uttered a faint cry, and was white and red by tums. But these 
signs of emotion were swiftly dismissed, and she tumed far 
more chill and indifferent than she would if she had not be^ 
trayed this agitation. 

" What ! is it you, Master Gerard? What on earth brings 
you here, I wonder?" 
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**I was passing by and saw yon ; so I thought I woiild give 
you good day, and ask after your father." 

" My father is welL He will be here anon." 

" Then I may as well stay tili he comes." 

"Asyouwill. Good Martin, step into the village and teil 
my father here is a frieud of his.** 

"And not of yours?" 

"My father*s friends are mine." 

" That is doubtful. It was not like a friend to promise to 
wait for me, and then make off the moment my back was 
tumed. Cniel Margaret! you Uttle knowhow 1 searched 
the town for you ; how for want of you nothing was pleasant to 

M%A »» 

me. 

"These are idle words; if you had desired my father*s 
Company, or mine, you would have come back. There I had 
a bed laid for you, sir, at my cousin's, and he would have made 
much of you, and, who knows, I might have made much of you 
too. I was in the humour that day. You will not catch me 
in the same mind again, neither you nor any young man, I 
Warrant me." 

"Margaret, I came back the moment the eountess let me 
go ; but you were not there." 

"Nay, you did not, or you had seen HansCloterman at our 
table ; we left him to bring you on." 

"I saw no one there, but only a drunken man that had just 
tumbled down." 

"At our table ? How was he clad? " 

"Nay, I took little heed : in sad coloured garb." 

At this Margaretes face gradually warmed; but presently 
assuming incredulity and severity, she put many shrewd 
questions, all ofwhich Gerard answered most loyally. Finally, 
tiie clouds cleared, and they guessed how the misunderstand- 
ing had come about. Then came a revulsion of tendemess, 
all the more powerful that they had done each other wrong; 
and then, more dangerous stül, came mutual confessions. 
Neither had been happy since; neither ever would have been 
happy but for this fortunate meeting. 
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And Gkrard foond a MS. Vulgate lymg open on the table, 
and ponnced npon it like a hawk. MSS.werehi8deli£pht; bot 
before he conld get to it two white hands qnicklj came flat 
upon the page, and a red face over them. 

" Naj, take awaj jonr hands , Margaret, that I may aee 
where you are reading, and I will read tiiere too at home ; to 
shallmysonlmeetjoursinthesaeredpage. Yoawillnot? Nay, 
then , I must kiss them awaj." And he kissed them so ofien, 
thatforyeryshamethejwerefaintowithdraw, and, lo! the 
•aered book lay open at 

An Apple of gold in a network of ittver. 

'*There, now," saidshe, '^Ihad been hnnting for it erer 
so long, and fonnd it bat eyen now — and to be caugfatl " and 
with a touch of inconsistency she pointed it out to Gterard with 
her white finger. 

'<Ay," said he, ''bat to-day it is all hidden in that great 
cap." 

''It is a comely cap, I'm told by some." 

"Maybe : bat what it hides is beaatifal." 

"It is not: it is hideoas." 

" Well it was beautiful at Eotterdam." 

"Ay, everything was beaatifdl that day*' (with a little 
sigh). 

And now Peter came in, and welcomed G«rard cordialljv 
and would have him to stay sapper. And Margaret dis- 
appeared; and Gerard had a nice leamed chat with Peter ; and 
Margaret reappeared with her hair in her silver net, and shot 
a glance half arch half coy, and glided aboat tiiem, and 
spread sapper, and beamed bright with gaiety and happiness. 
And in the cool eyenuig Gkrard coaxed her oat, and she ob- 
jected, and came ; and coaxed her on to the road to Tergoa, and 
ehe deoUned, and came , and there they strolled ap and down, 
band in band ; and when he most go Üiey pledged each other 
neyer to qaarrel or misonderstand one another again; and 
they sealed the promise with a long loying kiss, and Ghrard 
went home on wings. 



AKD THE BBA&TH. 49 



From that day Gerard spent most of his evenings with 
Margaret, and the attachment deepened and deepened on 
both sideß tili the höurs they spent together were the hours 
they lived ; the rest they counted and underwent. And at the 
outset of this deep attachment all went smoothly; obstacles 
there were , but they seemed distant and small to the eyes of 
hope, yonth, and love. The feelings and passions of bo many 
persona, that this attachment would thwart, gaye no waming 
smoke to show their yolcanic natnre and power. The coorse 
of true love ran smoothly, placidly, until it had drawn these 
two yonng hearts into its current for ever. 

And theu — 



CHAPTEB VU. 

Ohb bright moming onwonted velyet shone, nnwonted 
feathers wayed, and horses* hoofs glintäd and rang tiurongh 
the streets of Tergon, and the Windows and balconies were 
studded with wondering faces. The French ambassador watf 
riding through to sport in the neighbouring forest. 

Besides his own suite he was attended by seyeral servants 
of the Duke of Burgundy, lent to do him honour and minister 
to his pleasore. The duke*s tumbler rode before him with a 
^aye , sedate majesfy, that made his more noble companions 
seem light, fiiyolous persons. Bat eyer and anon, when 
respect and awe neared the oppressiye , he roUed ofiP his horse 
80 ignobly and funnily that eyen the ambassador was fain to 
bnrst ont laughing. He also climbed up again by the tail in 
a way proyocatiye of mirth, and so he played his part. To- 
y^ards the rear of the pageant rode one that excited more 
attention still — the duke's leopard. A hontsman, mounted 
on aFlemish horse of prodigions size and power, carried a 
long box fastened to the rider's loins by straps curiousiy con- 
triyed, and on this box sat a bright leopard crouching. She 
was chaiiied to the hontsman. The people admired her glossy 
The CloUter and the Hßorth, L i 
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hide and spots, and pressed near, and one or two were foft 
feeling her, and pullmg her tail; then the huntsman shouted 
in a terribleyoice, '^Beware! At Antwerp one did bat throw 
a handfol of dost at her, and the doke made dost of him.** 

"Gramercyl" 

"IspeakBooth. Thegooddokeshuthimapinprison, in 
a cell under gronnd, and the rata cleaned the flesh off bis 
bones in a night Senred him right for molesting the pocnr 
thing.*' There was a monnor of fear, and the Tergovians 
shrank irom tickling the leopard of their Bovereign. 

But an incident foUowed that raised their spirits again. 
The duke's giant, aHungarian teven feet foor inches high, 
brought up l£e rear. This enonnous Creatore had, likesome 
other giants , a treble, flufy voice of littie power. He was a 
yain fellow, and not conscious of this nor any defect New 
it happened he caught sight of Giles sitting on the top of the 
balconj; so he stopped and began to make fun of him. 

<< Hallo 1 brother!" sqneaked he^ '^I had nearlj passed 
without seeing thee." 

" You are piain enough to see," bellowed Giles, in his 
bass tones. 

"Ck>me on mj Shoulder, brother,'* sqneaked Titan, and 
held out a Shoulder of mutton fist to help him down. 

"If I do I'U cuff your ears," roared the dwarf. 

The giant saw the homuncule was irascible, and played 
upon him, being encouraged thereto by the shouts of laughter. 
For he did not see that the people were laughing not at his 
wit, but at the ridiculous incongruity of the two voices — the 
gigautic feeble fife, and the petty, deep, loud drum, tbe 
mountain delivered of a squeak and the mole-hill belching 
thunder. 

The Singular duet came to as Singular an end. Giles lost 
all patience and self-command, and being a creature devoid 
of fear, and in a rage to boot, he actually dropped upon the 
giant'sneck, seized his hairwith one band, and punched his 
head with the other, The giant's first impulse was to laa^ 
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bat the weight and rapidity of the blows soon corrected that 
inclination. 

'<He! hei Ahl ha! haUo! oh! ohl Holysaintsl here! 
helpl or I must throttle the imp. Ican't! TU split your skull 

against the " and he made a wild ran backwards at the 

balconj. Giles saw his danger, seized the balcony in time with 
both hands, and whipped over it just as the gianf s head came 
against it with a stunning crack. The people roared with 
laughter and exultation at the address of their little Cham- 
pion. The indignant giant seized two of the laughers, 
knocked them together like dumb-bells, shook them and 
strewed them flat — (Catherine shrieked and threw her apron 
over Giles) — then strode wrathfdlly a^ay after the party. 
This incident had consequences no one then present foresaw. 
Its immediate results were agreeable. TheTergovians turned 
proud of Giles, and listened with more affability to his prayers 
for parchment. For he drove a regulär trade with his brother 
G-erard in this article. Went about and begged it gratis, and 
Gerard gave him coppers for it. 

On tlie afternoon of the same day, Catherine and her 
daughter were chatting together about their favourite theme, 
G^rard, his goodness, las benefice, and the brightened 
prospects of the whole family. 

Their good lack had come to them in the veiy shape they 
would have chosen ; besides the advantages of a benefice such 
as the Countess Charolois would not disdain to give, there 
was the feminine deb'ght at having a priest, a holy man , in 
their own family. "He will marry Cornelis, and Sybrandt: 
for they can wed (good housewives), now, if they will. 
Gerard will take care of you and Giles, when we are 
gone." 

" Yes, mother, and we can confess to him instead of to 
a stranger," saidKate. 

" Ay, girll and he can give the sacred oil to your father 
ftnd me , and close our eyes when our time comes." 

**0h, mother! not for many, many years, I do pray' 

4* 
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Hearen. Pray «peak not of that, it always makes me sad. 
I hope to go before 70a, mother dear. No; let oa be gay 
to-day. I am out of pain, mother, qoite oat of all pam; it 
does seem 80 Strange; and I feel so bright and happy, that — 
mother , can 70a keep a secret ? ** 

"Nobody better, child. Why, 70U know I can." 

*< Then I will show 70a sometfaing so beantifiiL Ton never 
saw the like, I trow. Only G«raid must nerer know; for 
sure he means to snrprise us with it; he Covers it np so, and 
sometimes he carries it away altogether." 

Kate took her crutches, andmoved slowly awa7, leaving 
her mother in an exalted State of coriosity. She soon retomed 
with something in a doth, nncovered it, and there was a 
lovety pictore of the Yirgin, with all her insignia, and 
wearing her tiara over a wealth of beautifol hair, which 
flowed loose over her Shoulders. Catherine, at first, wai 
Struck with awe. 

*' It is herseif," she cried ; '4t is the Queen of Heayen. 1 
never saw one like her to m7 mind before." 

*<And her eyes, mother: lifted to the sky, as if they 
belonged there, and not to a mortal creature. And her 
beautifiil hair of buming gold." 

'^ And to think I have a son that can make the saints live 
again upon a piece of wood ! " 

'^ The reason is, he is a young saint himself , mother. fie 
is too good for this world; he is here to portray the blessed, 
and then to go away and be with them for eyer." 

Ere they had half done admiring it, a stränge voice was 
heard at the door. Bj one of the furtive instincts of their sex 
they hastUy hid the picture in the doth , though there was no 
need. And the next moment in came, casting his eyes fiir- 
tively around, a man that had not entered the house this ten 
years — Ghysbrecht Van Swieten. 

The two women were so taken by surprise, that they 
merely stared at him and at one anoüier, and said, <*The 
burgomaster!" in a tone so expressive, that (xhysbrecht feit 
eompelled to answer it 
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"Yes! I own, the last time I camc here was not on a 
friendlj errand. Men love their own interest — Eli's and 
mine were contraiy. Well, let this visit atone the last. To- 
day I come on jour business , and none of mine." Catherine 
and her daughter exchanged a swift glance of contemptuous 
incredulity. Thej knew the man better than he thought. 

"It is about your son Gerard." 

'*Ay! ay! you want him to work for the town all for 
nothing. He told us." 

<<I come on no such errand. It is to letyou know he has 
fallen into bad hands." 

'* Now Heaven and the saints forbid ! Man , torture not a 
mother! Speak out, and quickly: speak ere you hayetime 
to coin falsehood: we know thee.*' 

Ghysbrechttumed pale at this afGront, and spite mingled 
with the other motiyes that brought him here. ''Thos it is, 
then," said he, grinding his teetii, and speaking yery fast. 
'< Your son Gerard is more like to be father of a family than a 
priest: he is for ever withMargaret, Peter Brandt*s red-haired 
girl, and loves her like a cow her calf." 

Mother and daughter both burst out langhing. Ghys- 
brecht stared at them. 

« What you knew it?" 

<< Carry this tale to those who know not my son Gerard. 
Women are nought to him." 

" Other women, mayhap. But this one is the apple of his 
eye to him, or will be, if you part them not, and soon. 
Come, dame, makeme notwaste time and friendly counsel :' 
my servant has seen them together a score times, handed, 
and reading babies in one another*8 eyes like — you know, 
dame — you have been y oung too." 

'^Girl, I am ill at ease. Yea, I have been young, and 
know how blind and fooHsh the young are. My heart! He 
has tumed me sick in a moment. Kate, tf it should be 
true." 

"Nay, nayl" criedKate, eagerly. "Gerard mightlove 
a young woman: all young men do: I can*t find what they 
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Bee in them to love so : bat if he did he wonld let ns know; he 
would not deceive us. Yoa wicked mani No, dearmotlier, 
look not so ! G^ard is too good to love a oreatare of eaith. 
His love is for our Lady and the saints. Ah 1 I will sho w yoa 
the picture — there: if his heart was earthly could he paint 
ihe Queen of Heaven like that — look!" and she held the 
picture out triumphantly, and more radiant and beautifiil in 
this moment of enthusiasm than ever dead picture was or wüi 
be , overpowered the burgomaster with her eloquence and her 
feminine proof of G«rard*8 purity. His eyes and month 
opened , and remained open : in which State they kept toming 
face and all, as if on a pivot, from the picture to the women, 
and from the women to the picture. 

" Why, it is herseif," he gasped. 

"Isn*t it?" cried E^te, and her hostility was softened. 
* ' You admire it ? I forgive you for fnghtening us." 

"Am I in a mad-house?" said Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, 
thoroughly puzzled. "You show me a picture of the girl; 
and you say he painted it; and that is a proof he cannot lore 
her. Why they all paint their sweethearts, painters do." 

"A picture of the girl? " exclaimed Kate, shocked. " Fie l 
this is no girl; this is our blessed Lady." 

"No; no, it is Margaret Brandt." 

"Oh blind! Itis the Queen ofHeayen." 

"No; onlyof Sevenbergenvillage." 

" Profane man 1 behold her crown I " 

"*Silly child ! look at her red hair ! Would the Virgin be 
Seen in red hair? She who had the pick of all the colours 
ten thousand years before the world began." 

At this moment an anzious face was insinuated round 
the edge of the open door: it was their neighbour Peter 
Buyskens. 

"What is to do?" said he in a cautious whisper. "We 
can hear you all across the street. What on earth is to 
do?" 

" , neighbour 1 What is to do ? Why here is the burgo- 
master blackening our Gerard." 
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**StopI" cried Van Swieten. "Peter Büyskens in come 
in the nick of time. He knows father and daughter both. 
Thej cast their giamour on him." 

" What is she a witch, too? " 

"Else the egg takes not after the bird. Why iß her father 
called the magieian? I teil you they bewitched this very 
Peter here; they cast onholy spells on him, and cured him of 
Üie colic: now, Peter, look and teil me who is that? and you 
be silent, women, for a moment, if you can; who is it, 
Peter?" 

"Well to be surel" said Peter in reply: and hi« eye 
seemed fascinated by the pictore. 

"Whoiait?" repeated Ghysbrecht, impetnously. 

Peter Buyskens smiled. "Why yon know as well as I 
de ; bat what have they pnt a crown on her for? 1 never saw 
her in a crown, for my part." 

"Man aliyel Can*t yon open yonr great jaws, and just 
speak a wench's name piain out to oblige three people ? " 

"I'd do a great deid more to oblige one of you than that, 
bnrgomaster. If it isn't as natural as life I " 

" Curse the man ! he won% he won*t — curse him ! ** 

"Why, what have I done, now?" 

"Oh, nrl" said littleKate, "for pity's sake tellus; are 
theae the featores of a liring woman, of — of — Margaret 
Brandt?** 

«< A mirror is not truer, my little maid." 

"Bot im it she, sir, for Tery oertain? " 

"Why, who eise should it be?" 

"Now, wl^ ooaldn*t you say so atonee?" snarled Gfays- 
fareeht. 

"Ididsayso, as piain asleonld speak,** sn^^ped Peter; 
and «iiej growled orer ihis small bone of eontention so 
zealooB^, Üuit iStksj did not see Cadimne and her daughter 
had thrown liietr aprons orer tfaeirheads, and were roeking 
to and £ro in deep distress. The nezt momeot Elias eame in 
firom tiie diop, and stood ag^basL CalhenBe, tfaoii|^ her 
£ace ww eovoed, kaew his fooM^. 
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<'That is my poor man,** i^e sobbed. ^Tell bim, good 
Peter Bajekens, for I bave not the conrage." 

Elias tumed pale. Tbe presence of tiie tiurgomaater in 
bis bouse, after so many jears of cooLiess, oonpled witii bia 
wife's and daugbter's distress, made bim fear some beavy mis- 
fortune. 

^'Bicbartl Jacob!" begasped. 

*'No! no!" Said tbe burgomaster; <4t is nearer bome, 
and nobodj is dead or dying, old friend." 

*'God bless 70a, burgomaster 1 Abi sometbingis gone 
off mj breast tbat was like to eboke me. Now, wbat is tbe 
matter?" 

Gbysbrecbt tben told bim all tbat be told tbe women, and 
sbowed tbe pictore in evidence. 

''IstbataU?" saidEli, profoondlj reUeyed. <<Wbatare 
ye roaring and bellowing for? It is vexing, it is angering, 
but it is not like deatb nor even sickness. Boys will be boys. 
He will outgrow tbat disease : 'tis but skin deep." 

But wben Gbysbrecbt told bim tbat Margaret was a girl of 
good cbaracter; tbat it was not to be supposed sbe wocüd be 
80 intimate if marriage had not been spoken of between tbem, 
bis brow darkened. 

*' Marriage? tbat sball never be ," saidbe, stemly. '*I*11 
stay tbat, ay, by force if need be, as I would bis band lifted 
to cut bis tbroat. l'd do wbat old Jobn Koestein did t'otiier 
day." 

"And wbat is tbat, in Heaven^s name?" asked tbe motber, 
suddenly removing ber apron. 

It was tbe burgomaster wbo replied: 

"He made me sbut young Albert Koestein up in tbe 
prison of the Stadtbouse tili be knocked under: it was not 
long. Forty-eigbt bours, all alone, on bread and water, 
cooled bis bot stomacb. ^Tell my fatberl am bis bumble 
servant,* says be, 'and let me into tbe snn oncemore — tiie 
8un is wortb all the wenches in tbe world.* " 

" Ob the cruelty of men ! " sigbed Catberine. 

" As to tbat, tbe burgomaster bas no dioice : it is tbe law. 
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And if a father says, <Bargomaster, lock up mj son,' he 
most do it. A fine thing it would be if a father might not lock 
np his own son." 

"Well, well! itwon*t coAe to that with me and my Bon. 
He never disobeyed me in his life : he never shall. Where is 
he? It is past Bupper-time. Where is he, Kate?" 

«*Ala8, 1 know not, father." 

"Iknow," saidGhyebrecht; "heisatSeyenbergen. My 
sexrant met him on the road." 

Supper passed in gloomy silence. Evening descended — 
no Gerard: eight o'clock came — no Gerard. Then the 
father sent all to bed except Catherine. 

" You and I will walk abroad, wife, and talk over this 
new care." 

"Abroad, my man, at this time? Whither? *' 

" Why on the road to Sevenbergen." 

"Ohno, no hasty words, father. Poor Gerard I hen^ver 
vezed you before." 

"Fear me not. Bat it most end; and I am not one that 
tnuts to-morrow with to-day*8 work." 

The old pair walked band in band; for, stränge as it may 
appear to some of my readers, the use of the elbow to couples 
Walking was not discovered in Enrope tili centories after this. 
They sauntered on a long time in silence. The night was 
clear and balmy. Such nights, calm and silent, recall the 
past from the dead. 

*<It isamany years since we walked so late, my man," 
Said Catherine, softly. 

"Ay, sweetheart, more than we shall^ see again. (Is he 
never ooming, I wonder ? ") 

" Not since onr courting days, Eli." 

<< No. Ay, yoa were a buxom lass then." 

"And you were a comely lad, as ever agirFs eye stole a 
leok at. I do sappose Gerard is with her now, as you used to 
be with me. Nature is streng, and the 9ame in all our 
generation».'* 
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^'Nay, I hope he has left her bj novf , eonfonnd her, orwe 
■hall be here all night." 

"Eli!" 

"Well, Kate?" 

"I haye been happy with jou, 8weetheart, for all oor 
ruba, — much happier, I trow, than if I had — been — a — a 
— nun. You won*t speak hanhlj to the poor child? One 
can be firm without being harsh." 

"Surely." 

"Have you been happj with me, my poor Eli?" 

"Why, you know 1 have. Friends I have known, but 
none like thee. Buss me, wife ! " 

"A heart to sbare joy and grief with is a great comfort to 
man or woman. Isn^t it, Eli? " 

" It is 80, my lass. 

"Itdoth Joy double. 
And halveth trouble;* 

runs the byword. Andsolhayefoundit, sweetheart. Ah! 
here comes the young fooL" 

Catherine trembled and held her husband^s band tight. 
The moon was bright, but they were in the shadow of some 
trees, and their son did not see them. He came singing in 
the moonlight, and his face shining. 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

Whilb the bürgern aster was exposing Gerard at Tergou, 
Margaret had a trouble of her own at Sevenbergen. It 
was a housewife's .distress, but deeper than we can well 
conceive. She came to Martin Wittenhaagen, Üie old soldier, 
with tears in her eyes. 

"Martin, there*8 nothing in the house, and Gkrard is 
Coming, and he is so thoughtless. He forgets to sup at home. 
When he gives over work then he mns to me straight, poor 
soul: and often he comes quite faint. And to think I hayo 
nothing to set before my servant that loves me so dear.** 
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Martin scratched bis head. " What can I do ? " 
"It iß Thursdaj; it is your day to shoot, — sooth to say, I 
counted on you to-day." 

" Nay," Said the soldier, "I may not shoot when the duke 
or his £riends are at the chace; read eise. I am no scholar." 
And he took out of his pouch a parchment with a grand seal. 
It purported to be a stipend and a licence given by Philip 
Duke of Burgandy to Martin Wittenhaagen, one of his 
archers, in retum for Services in the wars, and for a wound 
receiyed at the duke's side. The stipend was four merks 
yearly to be paid by the duke's almoner, and the licence was 
to shoot three arrows once a week, viz., on Thursday, and no 
other day, in any of the duke's forests in Holland, at any 
game but a seven-year-old bück or a doe carrying fawn, pro- 
viso, that the duke should not be hunting on that day, or any 
of bis friends. In this case Martin was not to go and disturb 
the woods on peril of his salary, and his head, and a fine of a 
penny^ 

Margaret sighed and was silent. 

<<Come, cheer up, mistress," said he, *'for your sakel'll 
peril my carcass; I have done that for many a one that was 
not wortii your forefinger. It is no such mighty risk either. 
I'll but Step into the skirts of the forest, here. It is odds but 
they drive a bare or a fawn within reach of my arrow." 

''Well, if I let you go you must promise me not to go far, 
and not to be Sfeen ; far better Gerard went supperless l^an ill 
should come to you, faithful Martin.'* 

The required promise given, Martin took his bowand three 
arrows, and stole cautiously into the wood : it was scarce a 
furlong distant. The homs were heard f aintly in the distance, 
and all the game was afoot. ''Come,'' thought Martin, "I 
shall soon £11 the pot, and no one be the wiser." He took his 
stand behind a thick oak that commanded a view of an open 
glade, and strung his bow, atnüy formidable weapon. It 
was of £nglish yew, siz feet two inches high, and thick in 
Proportion« and Martin, broad chested, with arms all iron 
and cord, and used to. the bow from infancy, could draw a 
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three-foot arrow to the head, and, when it flew, the eye conld 
Bcarce foUow it, and the bowstring twanged as mnsieal sm a 
harp. This bow bad laid many a stout soldier low in the wan 
of the Hoecks and Cabbel-jaws. In those dajs a batüe-field 
was not a cloud of smoke; the combatants werefew bot the 
deaths many; for they saw whatthey were about, andfewer 
bloodless arrows flew than bloodless bullets now. A bare 
came cantering, then sat sprightly, and her ean made a 
capitai y. Martin levelled bis tremendous weapon at her: 
the arrow flew, the string twanged; bat Martin had been in a 
hurry to pot her, and lost her by an inch: the arrow seemed 
to hit her, but it strack the groond close to her, and passed 
ander her belly like a flash, and hissed along the short grass 
and disappeared. She jumped three feet perpendicalar, and 
away at Üie top of her speed. ^' Bangler!" said Martin. A 
Bure proof he was not an habitaal bangler, or he wonld have 
blamed the hare. He had scarcely fitted another arrow to bis 
string when a wood-pigeon settled on the yeiy tree he stood 
ander. ^^Aha!" thought he, "you are small, bat dainty." 
This time he took more pains; drew bis arrow careftüly, 
loosed it smoothly, and saw it, to all appearance, go clean 
throagh the bird, carrying feaüiers skyward like daat. In- 
stead of falling at bis feet, the bird, whose breast was tom, 
not fairly pierced, fluttered feebly away, and, by a great 
effort, rose above the trees, flew some flfty yards, and feil 
dead at last; bat, where, he could not se€> for the thick 
foliage. 

^^Lack is against me," said he, despondingly. Bat he 
fitted another arrow, and eyed the glade keenly. PresenÜj 
he heard a bastle behind bim, and tumed roand jast in time 
to see a noble bück cross the open, bat too late to shoot at 
bim. He dashed his bow down with an imprecation. At that 
moment a long, spotted animal glided swiftly across after the 
deer; its belly seemed to toach the groand as it went Martin 
took ap his bow hastily: he recognized the dake*s leopard. 
'^The hanters will not be far &om her," said he, ^'and I 
most not be seen. Gerard must go sapperless this night" 
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He plonged into ihewood,followmg tlie bück and leopard, 
for that was bis way home. He had not gone far when be 
beard an unusual sound abead of bim — leaves rustling vio- 
lentlj, and tbe ground trampled. He buiried in tbe direction. 
He found tbe leopard on tbe buck^s back, tearing bim witb 
teetb and claw, and tbe bück running in a circle and bomid- 
ing convulsively, witb tbe blood pouring down bis bide. Tben 
Martin formed a desperate resolution to bare tbe yenison 
for Margaret. He drew bis arrow to tbe bead, and boried it 
in tbe deer, wbo, spite of tbe creature on bis back, bounded 
bigb into tbe air, and feil dead. Tbe leopard went on teaiing 
bim as if notbing bad bappened. 

Martin boped tbat tbe Creatore would gorge itself witb 
blood, and tben let bim take tbe meat. He waited some 
minutes, tben walked resolutely up, and laid bis band on tbe 
buck's leg. Tbe leopard gaye a &igbtful growl, andleft off 
sucking blood. Sbe saw Martinas game, and was sulky and 
on ber guard. Wbat was to be done ? Martin bad beard tbat 
wild creatores cannot stand tbe buman eye. Accordingly be 
stood erect and fized bis on tbe leopard ; tbe leopard retumed 
a sayage glance, and neyer took ber eye off Martin. Tben 
Martin continuing to look tbe beast down, tbe leopard, 
brutally ignorant of natural bistory, flew at bis bead witb a 
frigbtfol yell, flaming eyes, and jaws and claws distended. 
He bad bat just time to catcb ber by tbe tbroat, before ber 
teetb could crosb bis face ; one of ber claws seized bis sboul- 
der and rent it, tbe otber aimed at bis cbeek, would baye been 
more deadly still, but Martin was old fasbioned , and wore no 
bat, but a scapulary of tbe same stuff as bis jerkin, and tbis 
Bcapulary be bad brougbt oyer bis bead like a bood; tbe 
brute's claw caugbt in tbe loose leatber. Martin kept ber 
teetb off bis face witb great difficulty, and griped ber tbroat 
fiercely, and sbe kept rending bis sboulder. It was like 
blunt reaping-books grinding and tearing. Tbe pain was 
fearful: but, instead of cowing tbe old soldier, it put bis 
blood up, and be gnasbed bis teetb witb rage almost as fierce 
as bers, and squeezed ber neck witb iron force. Tbe two pair 
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of eyes flared at one anotber — and now the man*8were almost 
as furious as the brute*8. She found he was throttüng her, and 
made a wild attempt to free benelf, in wbicb sbe dra^ged bis 
cowl all over bis face and blinded bim, and tore her claw 
out of bis Shoulder, flesb and all: bnt still he tbrottled her 
with band and arm ofiron. Presentlj her long tail, tiiatwas 
high in the air, went down. ''Aha!*' cried Martin, jojfiillj, 
and griped her like death; nezt, her body lost its elastieity, 
and he beld a choked and powerless thing: he griped it etül 
tili all motion ceased, then dashed it to the earth; then, pant- 
ing, removed bis cowl : the leopard lay mute at bis feet wiüi 
tongue protruding and bloody paw; and for the first üme 
terror feil on Martin. ''I am a dead man: I have slain the 
duke's leopard.*' He bastily seiced a few bandfols of leaves 
and threw them over her; then sbouldered the back and 
siagg^ed awaj, leaving a trau of blood all the way — his 
own and the buck*s. He burst into Peter's boose a horrible 
figure, bleeding and blood-stained, and flung the deer*s 
carcass down. 

''There, no questions," said he, ''but broil me a steak 
on*t; for I am faint" 

Margaret did not see he was wounded: she thought the 
blood was all from the deer. 

She busied herseif at thefire, and the stoutsoldier stancbed 
and bound his own woond apart, and soon he and Gerard and 
Margaret were supping royally on broiled yenison. 

They were very merry; and Gerard, with wonderfdl 
thoughtfiilness, had brought a flask of Schiedam, and ander 
its influence Martin revived, and told them how the yenison 
was got; and they all made merry over the exploit. 

Their mirth was strangely interrupted. Margaretes eye 
became fixed and fascinated, and her cheek pale with fet^. 
She gasped, and could not speak, bat pointed to the window 
with trembÜng finger. Their eyes foUowed hers, and therc 
in the twilight crouched a dark form with eyes like glow- 
worms. 

It wa9 the leopard* 
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While they stood petiified, fascinated by the eyes of 
green fire, there sounded in tiie wood a Single deep bay. 
Martin trembled at it. 

'^Tfaey have lost her, and laid muzzled bloodhounds on 
her scent. They will find her here, and the venison. Good- 
bye, friends, Martin Wittenhaagen ends here." 

Gerard seized bis bow, and put it into the soldier's 
hands. 

**fieaman," he cried, ''shoot her, and fling her into the 
wood ere they come up. Who will kuow ? " 

More voices of hounds broke out, and nearer. 

'^Curseher!" eried Martin. '^Isparedheronce; nowshe 
muBt die, or I, or both more likely ; '* and he reared bis bow, 
and drew bis arrow to the head. 

"Nayl nayl** cried Margaret, and seized the arrow; it 
broke in half: the pieces feil on eaeh side the bow. The air 
at the same time fiiled with the tongues of the hounds: they 
were bot upon the scent. 

*' What have you done, wench? Tou have put the halter 
round my throat." 

"No!" cried Margaret. "I haye saved you: stand back 
from the Window, both! Tourknife, quick!" 

She seized bis long-pointed knife, almost tore it out of bis 
girdle, and darted &om the room. The house was now sur- 
rounded with baying dogs and sbouting men. 

The glowworm eyes moved not. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Margaret cut off a huge piece of yenison, and ran to the 
window, and threw it out to the green eyes of fire. They 
darted on it with a savage snarl: and there was a sound of 
rending and crunching: at this moment, a hound uttered a 
bay so near and loud it rang through the house ; and the tliree 
at the window shrank together. Then the leopard feared for 
her supper, and glidcd swiftly and stealthily away with it 
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towards ihe woods, and ihe yery nezt m<nnent hones and meii 
and dogs came heiter tkelter past the window, and foUowed 
her fall ciy. Martin and his companiona breathed agam: 
the leopard was swift, and woold not be eangfat within a 
leagoe of their honse. They grasped handt. Margaret 
seized this opportnnity, and cried a lltüe ; Gerard kined the 
tears away. 

To table once more and G«rard drank to woman^s wit: 
^* "Tis stronger than man's force.** 

"Ay,*' Bald Margaret, ^when those i^e loves are n 
danger; not eise." 

To-night G^rard atayed witii her kmger than onial, and 
went home pronder than erer of her, and happy as a prinee. 
Some little distance from home, nnder the shadow c^ Bomt 
treeiy he enoonntered two fignres: thej almost barred 
his way. 

It was his f ather and mother. 

Outsolate: what coold be the cause? 

A chiU feil on him. 

He stopped and looked at them: they stood gnrn and 
silent. He stammered out some words of inqoiry. 

<^Why ask?" said his father; "you know why we are 
here." 

''Oh, G^rard!** said his mother, with a yoiee foll of re- 
proach and yet of affection. 

Gerard's heart quaked: he was silent. 

Then his father pitied his confosion , and said to him : 

'' Nay , you need not to hang your head. Ton are not the 
first young fool that has been canght by a red cheek, and a 
pairof bluoeyes." 

'' Nay , nay ! " put in Catherine : '4t was witchcraft, Peter 
the Magician is well known for that.** 

"Come, Sir Priest." resomed his father, "yonknowyon 
most not meddle with women-folk. Bat giye as yoar pro* 
mise to go nomore to Serenbergen, and here all ends: we 
won*t be hard on yoa for one fault." 

"I cannot promise that, father." 
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" Not promise it, you joung hypocrite." 
"Nay, father, miscaU me not: I lacked courage to teil 
yoa what I knew,would vex you: and right gratefol amito 
that good friend , whoever he be , that has let you wot. 'Tia 
a load off my mind. Yes, father, I love Margaret: and 
call me not a priest, for a priest I will never be. I will die 
sooner." 

'^That we shall see, young man. Come, gainsaymeno 
more ; you will leam what 'tis to disrespect a father." 

Crerard held his peace: and the three walked home in 
gloomy silence, broken only by a deep sigh or two firom 
Catherine. 

From that hour the little house at Tergou was no longer 
the abode of peace. Gerard was taken to task next day be- 
fore the whole family; and every voice was loud against him, 
except little Kate's, andthedwarf*s, who was apt to take hia 
cue from her without knowing why. As for Comelis and 8y- 
brandty they were bitterer than their father. Gerard was 
dismayed at finding so many enemies, and looked wistfuUy 
into his little sister's face: her eyes were brimming at the 
harsh words showered on one who but yesterday was the uni- 
versal pet. ßut she gave him no encouragement: she tumed 
her head away from him , and said : 

"Dear, dear Gerard, pray to Heaven to eure you of this 
foUy!" 

"What, are you against me, too?" saidG^rard, sadly; 
and he rose witha deep sigh, and left the house , andwentto 
Sevepbergen. 

The beginning of a quarrel, where the parties are bound 
by affection though opposed in interest and sentiment, is 
comparatively innocent; both are perhaps in the right atfirst 
Btartiiig , and then it is that a calm , judicious , Mend, capable 
of seeing both sides , is a gift from Heaven. For , the longer 
the dissension endures, the wider and deeper it grows by the 
faUibility and irascibility of human nature: these are not 
confined to either side, and finally the inyariable end ia 
reached — both in the wrong. 
The CloUter and the äearth, /, ^ 
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The combatants were tmequally raatcbed: Elias wti 
angry, Comelis and Sybrandt Bpitefal; butGkrard, haying 
a larger and more cultivated mind, Baw both Bides where tiiej 
saw but one, and had fits of irresolution, and was not wrath, 
bat unhappy. He was lonely too in this Btraggle. He couM 
open bis heart to no one. Margaret was a high-spirited girl: 
he dared not teil her what he had to endure at home ; Bhe was 
capabie of siding with bis relations by resigning him , thongh 
at the coBt of her own happiness. Margaret Van Ejdk had 
been a great comfort to him on another occasion; bot 
now he dared not make her bis confidante. Her own his- 
tory was well known. In early life she had many offere of 
marriage; bat refased them all for the sake of that art, to 
which a wife*8 and mothei*8 duties are bo fatal: thas Bhe re- 
mained Single and painted with her brothers. How eoald he 
teil her that he declined the benefioe she had got him , and 
dedined it for the sake of that, which at bis age she had 
despised and sacrificed so lightly? 

Gerard at this period bade fair to saccomb. Bat the other 
side had a horrible ally in Catherine Senior. Thb good- 
hearted bat oneducated woman, eoald not, like her daaghter, 
act quietly and firmly: still less eoald she act upon a plan. 
She irritated Gerard at times, and so helped him; for anger 
is a great sastainer of the courage: at others, she tamed 
round in a moment and made onslaughts on her own forces. 
To take a single instance out of many: one day that they 
were all at home, Catherine and all, Comelis said: '^Oor 
Gerard wed Margaret Brandt? Why it is banger marrying 
thirst." 

"And what will it be when yoa marry?" cried Catherine. 
"Gerard can paint, Gerard can write, bat whateanyoudo 
to keep a woman, ye lazy loon? Nought bat wait for yoar 
f ather's shoon. Oh , we can see why you and Sybrandt woold 
not have the poor boy to marry. You are afraid he will come 
to US for a share of our substance. And say that he does, 
and say that we give it him, it isn't youm we part from, <aaid 
mayhap never will be," 
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On fhese occasioBS G^rard nniled slily, and picked up 
heart: and temporary confusion feil on Catherine' b unfor- 
tunate allies. But at last, after more than siz months of 
Irritation, came the climaz. The fatber told theson before 
ihe whole familj he had ordered the borgomaster to imprison 
him in the Stadthoose rather than let him marrj Margaret 
Gerard tumed pale with anger at tiiis, but by a great effort 
held hiß peace. His father went on to say , "And a priest you 
shall be before the year is out, nilly-willy." 

<<lBit 80?" cried Gerard. "Then hear me, all. By God 
and St. Bavon I swear I will never be a priest while Margaret 
lives. Since force is to decide it, and not love and duty , try 
foroe, father; butforoeehallaotserveyou, for the day I see 
the burgomaster come fbr^me, I leaveTergouforever, and 
'Holland .too, and my father'« hoose, where it seemsl have 
beenTaiuedaUtbeseyears, notformyself, butforwhatisto 
be^toutofme." 

And heflung out of the room white with anger and despe- 
ratioo. 

" There I " cried Catherine , *' that comes of driving young 
folktoohard. But menarecrueller than tigers, eventotheir 
own fleah and biood. Now, Heaven forbid he should ever 
leaveut, married or single." 

As Gerard came out of the house, his cheeks pale and his 
heart pauting, he met Keicht Heynes : she had a message for 
him : Margaret Van £yck desired to see him. He found the 
'Old lady seated . grim as a judge. She wasted no^ time in pre- 
liminaries, but iuquired coldiy wby he had not visited her of 
late: before he couid ans wer, she said in a sarcastic tone, "I 
thought we hadbeen friends, young sir." 

At this Gerard looked the picture of doubt and con- 
stemation. 

"It is becanse you never told her you were in love,** said 
Beicht Heynes, pitying his confusion. 

"Silence, wenchl Why should he teil us his affairs? 
'We are not his friends: we have not deserved his con- 

5* 
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-'Alast my tecond mother,** MidOenurd, "Ididnotdare 
to teil you my foUy." 

"WhatfoUy? IsitfoUytoloTe?" 

"I am told io every day of my life." 

^ You need not have been afiraid to teil my mistreM; tlie i» 
alwayB kind to tnie loTen.** 

'* Madam — Beicht, — I was afraid becanie I was 
told—" 

"Well? you were told — ?" 

'*That in yoor youth you scorned loTe, prefexring 
art." 

"I did, boy ; and what is the end of it? Behold me here 
a harren stock , while the women of my youth have a troop of 
children at their side, and grandchildren at their knee. I 
gave up the sweet joys of wifehood and motheriiood for what? 
^r my dear brothers. They hare gone and left me long ago; 
for my art. It has all but left me too. I have the knowledge 
still, but what avails that when the band trembles. No, 
Gerard: I look on you as my son. Tou are good, you are 
handsome, you are a painter, though not like some I have 
known. I will not let you throw your youth away as I did 
mine : you shall marry this Margaret I hare inquired, and 
she is a good daughter. Beicht here is a gossip. She has 
told me aJl about it. But that need not hinder you to teil 
me." 

Poor Gkrard was OTorjoyed to be permitted to praise Mar- 
garet aloud, and to one who could understand what he loyed 
in her. 

Soon there were two pair of wet eyes orer his stoiy ; and 
when the poor boy saw that, there were three. 

Women are creatures brimful of courage. Theirs is not 
exactly the same quality as manly courage; that would 
noTer do, hang it aU; we should have to give up trampling 
on them. No ; it is a vicarious courage. They never take 
part in a bull-fight by any chance; but it is remarked that 
they sit at one unshaken by those tremors, and apprehensions 
for the combatantB| to which the male spectator feebl«* 
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minded wretch ! — is subject. Nothing can ezceed the reso« 
lution with which they have been known to send forth men to 
battle : as some witty dog sajs , '^ Les femmes sont tr^s braves 
arec le peau d'autrai." 

By this trait Gerard now profited. Margaret and Beicht 
were agreed that a man should always take the bull by the 
homs. Gerard's only course was to marry Margaret Brandt 
off-hand; the old people would come to after a while, the 
deed once done. Whereas , the longer this misunderstanding 
continued on its present footing, the worse for all parties, 
especially for Gerard. 

^'See how pale and thin they have made him amongst 
tbem." 

"Indeed you are, Master Gerard," said Beicht. "It 
m.akes a body sad to see a yoong man so wasted and wom. 
Mistress, when I met him in the street to-day, I had like to 
have burst out cr3ring : he was so changed." 

"And 1*11 be bound the others keep their colour; eh, 
Beicht? such as it is." 

"Oh, I see no odds in them." 

"Of course not. We painters are no match for boors. 
We are glass, they are stone. We can't stand the worry, 
worry, worry of little minds; and it is not for the good of 
mankind we should be ezposed to it. It is hard enough, 
Heaven knows, to design and paint a masterpiece, without 
haying gnats and flies stinging us to death into the bargain." 

Exasperated as Gerard was by bis father's threat of vio- 
lence , he listened to these friendly voices teUing him the pru- 
dent course was rebeUion. But though he listened he was not 
convinced. 

"J do not fear my father's yiolence," he said, "but I do 
fear bis anger. When it came to the point he wotdd not im- 
pnson me. I wotdd marry Margaret to-morrow if that was 
my only fear. No; he would disown me. I shotdd take Mar- 
garet from her father, and give her a poor husband, who 
would neyer thrive, weighed down by bis parent's curse. 
Uadam! J sometimes think if I could but marry her secretly 



70 THS 0L018TEB 

and tlien take her awaj to some eountoy where my craft m 
better paid than in this; and after a year or two, wiien tbe 
Btorm had blown orer, yoa know, could oome bade wük 
money in my pnrse, and say, 'My dear paienti, we d«ii0t 
seek yoor substance , we but ask yon to love us onoe move as 
you used, and as we have never ceased to Ioyb yoo' ^ hmt, 
alast Ishallbetoldthesearethedreanisof anine^orienoed 
young man." 

The cid lady^B eyes sparkled. 

^'It is no dream, bat a piece ofwonderfol common sense 
in a boy; it remains to be seen whether you have Bpirit to 
carry out your own thought. There is a coontry, Grerard, 
where certain fortune awaits you at this moment. Here the 
arts freeze, but there they flourish, as they never yetflonr- 
ished in any age or land." 

"Itisitaly!" cried Gerard. "Itisltalyl" 

^'Ay, Italyl where painters are honoored like princes, 
and scribes are paid three hundred crowns for copying a 
Single manuscript. Know you not that bis Holiness the Pope 
has written to every land for skilful scdbes to copy the 
hundreds of precious manuscripts that are pouring into that 
favoured land from Constantinople, whence leaming and 
leamed men are driven by the barbarian Tucks? ** 

^^Nay, I know not that; but it has been the drean^ and 
hope of my life to visit Italy, the queen of all the arts; oh, 
madam. Butthejoumey, and we are all so poor." 

''Find you the heart to go, TU find the means. I know 
where to lay my band on ten golden angelt: they will take 
you to Bome; and the girl witib you if she Iotcs you as she 
ought." 

They sat tili midnight over this theme. And, after that 
day, Gerard recovered bis spiiits, and seemed to cany a 
secret talisman against all the gibes and the harsh words that 
flew about bis ears at home. 

Besides the money she procured him for the joumey, 
Margaret Van £yek gare him money *§ worth. Said she , ''X 
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will teil you Becrets that I leamed from masters that are gone 
from me , and have left no f ellow behind. Even the Italians 
know them not; and what I teil you now in Tergou 70a shall 
seil dear in Florence. Notemybrother Jan^spictores: lime, 
which fades all other paintings , leaves his oolours bright as 
tbe day they left the easel. The reason is, he did nothing 
blindly, nothing in a hurry. He trosted to no hireling to 
grind his colours; he did it himself, or saw it done. His 
panel was prepared, and prepared again — I will show you 
how — a year before he laid his colour on. Most of them are 
qnite content to have their work sucked up and lost, sooner 
thaa not be in a hurry. Bad painters are aiways in a hnrry. 
Above all, G^rard, I warn you ose but littleoil, andnever 
boil it; boiling it melts that vegetable dross into its yery 
heart, which it is our bnsiness to dear away; for impure 
oil is death to colour. No; take your oil and pour it into a 
bottle with water. In a day or two, the water will tum 
muddy: that is muck from the oil. Pour the dirty water 
carefully away , and add fresh. When that is poured away^ 
you will fancy the oil is clear. You are mistaken. Beicht, 
fetch me ihatl** Beicht brought a glass trough with a glass 
lid fitting tight. " When your oil has been washed in bottle, 
put it into this trough with water, and put the trough in the 
sun all day. You will soon see the water turbid again. But 
mark, you must not carry this game too far, or the sun will 
tum your oil to vamish. When it is as clear as crystal , and 
not too luscious, drain carefully, and cork it up tight. Grind 
your own prime colours, and lay them on with this oil, and 
they shall liye. Hubert would put sand or salt in the water 
to clear the oil quicker. But Jan used to say, 'Water will 
do it best, giye water time.* Jan Van £yck was never in a 
hurry, and that is why the world will not forget Jum in a 
hurry." 

This and several other receipts, qua nunc perscribere 
longum est, Margaret gave him with sparkling eyes, and 
Grerard received them like a legacy from Heaven, so inter- 
esting are some things that read uninteresting. Thus pro* 
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yided with money and knowledge, Grerard decided to mazij, 
and ßj with bis wife to Italy. Nothing remained now bnt to 
inform Margaret Brandt of hit resoiution, and to pobliah 
the banns as qoietlj as possible. Ue went to SeTenbergen 
earlier than OBoal on both these errands. fie began wiüi 
Margaret; told her of the dame Van Eyck's goodness, and 
the resolution he had come to at last, and inyited her Co- 
operation. 

She refased it plump. 

" No, Gerard ; you and I have never spoken of yonr family, 
bat when you come to marriage — " She Btopped, then began 
again. '^ I do think yonr father has no 111 will to me more than 
to another. He told Peter Bnyskens as mach, and Peter 
told me. Bat so long as he is bent on your being a priest 
(you ought to have told me this instead of I you) , I coold not 
maiTyyou, Gerard, dearly as I love you.** 

Gerard stroTC in yain to shake tfais resolation. He fonnd 
it very easy to make her cry,bat impossible to make her yield. 
Then Gerard was impatient and anjost. 

"Very well!" hecried; "thenyoa are on their side, and 
you will drlye me to be a priest, for this must end one way or 
another. My parents hate me in eamest, but my loyer only 
lovesmeinjest.*' 

And with this wild, bitter speech, he flung away home 
again, and left Margaret weeping. 

When a man misbehaves, the effect is curious on a girl 
who loyes him sincerely. It makes her pity him. This, to 
some of US males, seems anything but logical. The fault is 
in our own eye ; the logic is too swift for us. The girl argues 
thus: — "How unhappy, how yezed, poor * * * must be; 
hm to misbehaye ! Poor thing I " 

Margaret was füll of this sweet womanly pity, when, to 
her great surprise, scarce an hour and a half after he left 
her, Gerard came running back to her with the fragmenta 
of a picture in bis band, and panting with anger and 
grief. 
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^'There, Margaret! see! see! the wretches! Look at 
their spite ! They haye cut your portrait to pieces." 

Margaret looked. And, sure enough, some malicious 
hand had cut her portrait into five pieces. She was a 
good girl, bat she was not ice; she tumed red to her very 
tbrehead. 

"Whodidit?" 

''Nay, I know not. I dared not ask; for I shonld hate 
the band that did it, ay, tili my dying day. Mypoor Mar- 
garet! The butchers, the raffians. Siz months' work cut 
out of my life, and nothing to show for it now. See, they 
have hacked throogh your Tery face; the sweet face that 
every one loves who knows it. 0, heartless, merciless 
vipers!" 

'^NeTermind, G^ard,** said Margaret, panting. *<Since 
tbis is how they treat you for my sake — Ye rob him of my 
portrait, do ye? Well, then he shall have the face itself, 
Bucbasitis." 

"0, Margaret!" 

'^Yes, Gerard; since they are so cruel, I will be the 
kinder : forgiye me for refusing you. I will be your wife : to- 
morrow, if it is your pleasure." 

Gerard kissed her hands with rapture and then her lips; 
and in a tumult of joy ran for Peter and Martin. They came 
and witnessed the betrothal; a solemn ceremony in those 
days, and indeedformore than a Century later, though now 
abolished. 



CHAPTER X. 

Thb banns of marriage had to be read three times, as in 
our days ; with this difference , that they were conmionly read 
on week-days, and the youug couple easily persuaded the 
coro to do the three readings in twenty-four hours : be was 
new to the place, and their looks spoke yolumes in their 
iavour. They were cried on Monday at matins and at vespers^ 
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and, to their great delight, nobody from Tergou was in the 
church. The next moming they were both tbere palpitatm^ 
withanxiety, when, to their horror, a stranger stood np and 
forbade the banns, on the score that the parties were notcf 
age, and their parents not consenting. 

Outside the church door, Margaret and Grerard keld a 
trembling and ahnost despairing consultation; bat, before 
they coold settle anything, the man who had done them so ill 
a tum approached, and gave them to anderstand that he was 
yery sorry to interf ere ; Ürnt his indination was to fiirther the 
happiness of the young: but that in point of fact his only 
means of getting a living was by. forbidding banns: what 
then? ^^The young people gire me acrown, and I undo my 
work handsomely; teil the curd I was misinformed; and all 
goes smoothly." 

*^ A crown? I will give you a golden angel to do this," said 
Gerard, eagerly. The man consentedaseagerly, andwent 
with Gerard to the curd, and told him he had made a xidi- 
culous mistake, which a sight of the parties had rectified. On 
this the cur^ agreed to marry the young couple next day at 
ten: and the professional obstructor of bliss went home with 
Gerard*s angel. Like most of these yery clever knayes, he 
was a fool, and proceeded to drink his angel at a certain 
hostelry in Tergou, where was a green devoted to archery and 
the common sports of the day. There, being drunk, he 
bragged of his day's exploit; and who should be there, im- 
bibing every word, but a great frequenter of the spot, the 
ne*er-do-weel Sybrandt. Sybrandt ran home to teil his f ather ; 
his father was not at home ; he was gone to Botterdam to buy 
cloth of the merchants. Catching his eider brother*s eye , he 
made him a signal to come out, and told him what he had 
heard. 

There are black sheep in nearly eyerylargefamily: and 
these two were Gerard's black brothers. Idleness is yitiating : 
waiting for the death of those we ought to love is yitiating: 
and these two one-idead curs were ready to tear any one to 
death that should interfere with that miserable inheritance^ 
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which waB their thought by day and their dream by night. 
Their parents' parBÜnony was a virtue ; it was aQOompanied 
byinduBtry, and itsmotivewaaloveof their ofiPbpring: butin 
these perverse ^md selfish hearts that homely virtue waspei:- 
verted into ayarice, than which no more £niit£al source of 
oriines is to be found in natore. 

They put their heads together , and agrecd not to teil tbeir 
mother , whose sentiments were so uncertain, but to go first to 
the bnrgomaster. They were eunning enough to see that he 
wafl averse to the match, though they oould not diyine why. 

Ghysbrecht Yan Swieten saw tiirough.them at once; bnlr 
he took care not to let them see through him. He heaf:4 their 
Story; andf putting on magisterial dignity and coldness,, he» 
Said: 

<< Since the fajfcher of the family is not here, bis duty falleth, 
on me , who am the father of the town. I know yonr father*a 
mind ; leave all to me : and, above all, teil not a woinan a word 
of this , least of all the women that are in your own house : foi; 
chattering tongues mar wisest counsels." 

So he dismissed them a little supercilioosly: he wa9 
ashamed of bis confederates. 

On their retor^;^ home they found their brother Gerard 
seated on a low stool at their mother's knee : ahe wasoaresung 
bis hair with her band, speaking yery kindly to him^ and 
promising to take bis part with Ms father and thwart bis love 
no more. The main cause of this obange of mind was char- 
acteristic of the woman. She it was who in a moment of 
female irritation had cut Margaretes picture to pieces. She 
had watched the effeet with some misgiyings, and had seen 
G^ard tum pale as death , and sit motionless like a bereaved 
ereature, with the piece»in bis bands, and.bis.eyeiHfixed on 
them tili tears came and blinded them. Then she was ternfied 
at what she had done; and next her heart smote her bitterly ; 
and she wept sore apart: but, being what she was, dared not 
ownit, bat saidto herseif, '^I'Unotsayaword, butTUmake 
ituptohim." And her beweis yeamedoTer her son, and bei 
fiMble violence died a natural death, and she waatransferring 
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her fatal alliance to G^rard wben tlie two black sheep 
in. Gerard knew nothing of the immediate cause; on tbe 
oontrary, inezperienced as he was in the ins and oats of 
females, her kindness made him ashamed of a sospicion he 
had entertained that she was the depredator; and he kissed 
her again and again, and went to bed happy as a prinee to 
think his mother was his mother once more at Ihe Tezycrisis of 
hisfate. 

The next moming, at ten o*clock, G^ard and Marguie^ 
were inthechnrchatSevenbergen, heradiantwith joj, she 
with bloshes. Peter was also there, and Martin Wittenhaagen, 
but no other föend. Secrecy was everything. Margaret had 
declined Italy. She coold not leave her father; he was too 
leamed and too helpless. Bat it was settled they shonld retire 
into Flanders for a few weeks until the storm sbotdd be blown 
orer at Tergou. The cur^ did not keep them waiting long, 
though it seemed an age. Presently he stood at the altar, and 
called them to him. They went band in band, the happiest 
in Holland. The cur^ opened his book. 

Bat ere he attered a single word of the sacred rite, a harsh 
voice cried '*ForbearI" And the constables of Tergoa came 
up the aisle and seized Gerard in the name of the law. Martin's 
long knife flashed out directly. 

"Forbear, mani" cried the priest. "WhatI draw your 
weapon in a church, and ye who interrapt this holy sacrament, 
what means this impiety?" 

^'There is no impiety, father/' said the bargomaster's 
servant respectfuUy. ^^ This yoang man would marzy against 
his father's will, and his father has prayed oar bargomaster to 
deal with him according to the law. Let him deny it if he 
can." 

^' Is this so, yoang man? " 

Gerard hang his head. 

« We take him to Botterdam to abide the sentence of the 
dake." 

At this Margaret attered a cry of despair, and the yoang 
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creatnres, who were bo happy a moment ago, feil to sobbing 
in one another*8 arms so piteouslj, that the instromenti of 
oppression drew back a step, and were ashamed; bat one of 
them that was good-natored stepped up under pretence of 
separating them, and whispered to Margaret: 

'^Botterdam? it is a lie. We bat take him to onr Stadt- 
liouse." 

They took him away on horseback , on the road to Botter- 
dam; and, after a dozen halts, and by sly detoors, to Tergou. 
«Foat outside the town they were met by a rode yehiole covered 
with canvas. Gierard was put mto tMs , and abont fire in the 
evening was secretly couyeyed into the prison of the Stadt- 
lioiise. He was taken up seyeral flights of stairs and throst 
into a small room lighted only by a narrow window, with 
a vertical iron bar. The whole fornitnre was a böge oak 
ehest. 

Imprisonment in that age was one of the high-roads to 
death. It is horrible in its mildest form ; bat in Ihose days it 
implied cold, nnbroken solitade, tortare, starration, and <^n 
poison. Gkrard feit he was in the hands of an enemy. 

' ' Oh, the lock that man gaye me on the road to Sotterdam. 
There is more here than my father's wrath. I doobt I shall 
see no more the light of day." And he kneeled down and 
commended bis sool to God. 

PresenÜy he rose and sprang at the iron bar of the window, 
and ehitched it. This enabled him to look out by pressing bis 
knees against the walL It was bot for a minnte; bot in that 
minate, he saw a si^t sach as none bat a captiye can appre- 
ciate. 

Martin Wittenhaagen*s back. 

Martin was sitting, qoietiy fishing in the brook near the 
Stadthonse. 

Gerard sprang againat the window, and wfaisüed. Martin 
mstantly Aowed that he was watehing mach harder than fish- 
ing. He tomed hastfly roond and saw Gerard; — made hw^ 
a Signal, and tak?"g op bis line and bow went qnickly off. 

Gerard saw hy tiiis that bis fidends were not idle: yetha 
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had rather Martin bad ftajed. The veiy sight of him iw a 
comfort fie held on, looking at the 8ol<üer*§ retmng fonn ai 
long 88 he eoiild, then falling back somewhat heavify, 
wrenched the nuty iron bar, heid onlj hyrosty naik, «»tj 
from the stone-work just as GhjBbreoht Van Swieten opened 
the door stealthily behind hun. The borgomaster's eye feil 
instantlj on the iron, and then glancedat the window; bot he 
Said nothing. The window was a hnndred feet from the 
groiind; and if Gerard had a fancy for jumping out, wfaj 
should he balk it? He bronght a brown loaf and a pitcher of 
water , and set them on the ehest in solemn silence. Gbiaid*! 
first impoke was to brain him with the iron bar, and fly down 
the stairs; bat the burgomaster seeing something wicked in 
bis eye, gayealitUe cough, andthreestoutfellows, anoed, 
showed themselves directly at the door. 

« My Orders are to keep you thus until yon shall bind yoiff- 
self by an oath to leave Margaret Brandt, and retom to tiie 
Church to which you have belonged from yoor crmdle." 

"Deathsooner.'* 

''With all my heart.** And the burgomaster reüred. 

Martin went with all speed to Seyenbergen; there ke 
found Margaret pale and agitated, but fuU of resolutionsud 
energy. She was just finishing a letter to the Counteas 
Charolois, appealing to her against the violence and treatshery 
ofGhysbreoht. 

'* Courage ! " cried Martin on entering. '' I have found him- 
He is in the haunted tower ; right at the top of it. Ay ! I know 
the place : many a poor f ellow has gone up there straight, and 
come down feet foremost" 

He then told them how he had looked up and seen Gerard's 
face at a window that was like a slit in the wall. 

" Oh, Martin ! how did he look? " 

" What mean you? He looked like Gerard Eliassoen." 

^'But was he pale?*' 

"Alittle." 

^'Looked he anzioos? Looked he like onedoomed?" 
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"Nay, nay ; as bright as a pewter pot.'* 

" You mock me. Stay ! then that must have been at sight 
of you. He counts on us. OhI what shall we do? Martin, 
good friend, take this at once to Rotterdam." 

Martin held out bis band for tbe letter. 

Peter bad Bat silentalltbistime, butpondering, and y et 
contrary to custom, keenly attentive to wbat was going on 
around bim. 

" Put not your trust in prinees," said be. 

'^ Alas I wbat eise bave we to trust in?" 

"Knowledge." 

"Well-a-day, fatber! your leaming will not serve us 
here." 

"How know you tbat? Wit bas been too strong for iron 
bare ere to-day." 

"Ay, fatber; but nature is stronger tban wit, and sbe is 
againstus. Tbinkoftbebeigbt! No ladder in Holland migbt 
reaeb bim." 

" 1 need no ladder; wbat I need is a gold crown." 

" Nay, I bave money, for tbat matter. I bave nuie angels. 
Gerard gave tbem me to keep ; but wbat do tbey avail? Tbe 
burgomaster will not be bribed to let Gersord free." 

"Wbat do tbey avail? Give me but one öroWn, and tbe 
young man sball sup witb us tbis nigbt." 

Peter spoke so eagerly and contidently, tbatfoiramoment 
Margaret feit bopefui; but sbe caught Martin's eye dwelling 
upon bim witb an ezpression of benevolent contempt. 

"It passes tbe powers of man*s invention," said sbe, witb a 
deep sigb. 

"Invention?" cried tbe old man. "A fig for inrention. 
Wbat need we invention at tbis lime of day ? Everytbing bas 
been said tbat is to be said, and done tbat ever will be done. 
1 sball teil you bow a Florentine knigbt was sbut up in a tower 
bigber tban Gerard*s : yet did bis faitbful squire stand at tbe 
toWer foot and get bim out, witb no otber engine tban tbat in 
your band, Martin, and certain kicksbaws 1 sball buy fora 
crown." 
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Martin looked at his bow, and tnmed it round in bis haad; 
and seemed to interrogate it. But the examination lefl: him u 
iucredolouB as before. 

Then Peter told them his story, how the faithfal squire 
got the knight out of a high tower atBrescia. The manoeavTe, 
like most things that are reaily scientific, was so simple , that 
now their wonder was they had taken for impossible what was 
not even difficult. 

The letter never went to Rotterdam. They troeted to 
Peter*B leaming and their own dexterity. 

It was nine o*clock on a dear moonlight night; Gt^rard, 
senior, was still away; the rest of his little fainily had been 
sometime abed. 

A figore stood by the dwarf *s bed. It was white , and Üie 
moonlight shone on it. 

Witii an unearthly noise, between a yell and a snarl, the 
gymnast roUed öff his bed and ander it by a single nnbroken 
movement. A soft voice followed him in his retreat 

" Why , Giles, are you afeard of me?" 

At this , Giles*s head peeped cantionsly np , and he saw it 
was only bis sister Kate. 

She put her finger to her iips. "Hush! lest the wicked 
Comelis or the wicked Sybrandt hear us.** Giles's claws 
seized the side of the bed, and he retumed to his place by 
one undivided gymnastic. 

Kate then revealed to Giles, that she had heard Comelis 
and Sybrandt mention Gerard*s name; and being herseif in 
great anziety at his not Coming home all day , had listened at 
tiieir door , and had made a f earfoi discovery. G^rard was in 
prison, in the haunted tower of the Stadthonse. He was there 
it seemed by their father's authority. But here must be some 
treachery ; for how could their father have ordered this cmel 
act? he was at Rotterdam. She ended by entreating G-iles 
to bear her Company to the foot of the haunted tower, to say a 
Word of comfort to poor Gerard, and let him know their father 
was absent, aud would be sure to release him on his retonu 
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^'Dear Giles, I wonld go alone, bttt I am afeard of the 
spiritB that men say do haant the tower : bat with you I shall 
not be afeard.** 

''Nor I with 70a ," said Giles. ''I don't belieye there are 
any spiritB in Tergon. I never saw one. This last was the 
likest one ever I saw ; and it was bat yoa, Kate, after all." 

In less than half an hour Giles and Kate opened the hoose 
door caatioasly and issaed forth. She made him carry a 
lantem, thoagh the night was bright ''The lantem gives 
me more coorage against the evil spirits,** said she. 

The first day of imprisonment is veiy trying, especially if 
to the horror of captiyity is added the horror of atter solitade. 
I observe that in our own day a great raany persons commit 
snicide doring the first twenty-f our hours of Üue solitary celL 
This is doubtless why oar Jairi abstain so carefully from the 
impertinence of watching their little experiment apon the 
human sool at that particudar stage of it. 

As the son deciined, G«rard*8 heart too sank and sank: 
with the waning light even the embers of hope went out He 
was faint, too, with honger; for he was afraid to eat the food 
Ghysbrecht had broaght him; and hanger alone cows men. 
He sat apon the ehest, his arms and his head drooping before 
him, a pictore of despondency. Saddenly something strack 
the wall beyond him very sharply, and then rattled on the 
floor at his feet It was an arrow; he saw the white feather. 
A Chili ran throagh him — they meant then to assassinate him 
from the oatside. He croached. No more missiles came. 
He erawled on all foars, and took up the arrow: there was no 
head toit He attered a ciy of hope: had a friendly band 
shot it? He took it ap , and feit it all over : he foand a soft 
substance attached to it. Then one of his eccentricities was 
of grand ose to him. His tinder-box enabled him to sinke a 
light: it showed him two things that made his heart boond 
with delight, none the less thrilling for being somewhat 
▼agae. Attached to the arrow was askeinofsilk, andonth« 
arrow itself were words written. 
The CMiUr a»ä tht BeaHh, U 6 
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How his ejea deyoured them , bis heart panting tiie wfaüe ! 



to tu({ Imt l^oln 4Uu titn &rt; ^n cotuit an Inmlirtli maM 
utatD tq^ 

Gerard seised the oak ehest, and with almost superlininaB 
energy dragged it to the window: a moment ago he could not 
have moved it Standing on the ehest and looking down he 
saw figures at the tower foot They were so indistinct tliej 
looked like one hnge form. He waved his bonoet to tlieiii 
with trembling band: then he ondid the silk rapidly bnt 
oarefolly, and made one eud fast to his knife and lowered it 
tili it ceased to draw. Then he coonted a hundred. Tben 
pulied the silk carefolly np : it came up a little hearier. At 
last he came to alarge knot, and bythat knot a stoat whip- 
cord was attached to the silk. What could this mean? While 
he was pozzling himself Margaretes Yoice came up to him, 
low but clear. "Draw up, Gerard, tili you see Liberty." 
At the word Gerard drew Ihe whipcord line up , and drew taad 
drew tili he came to another knot, and found a cord of some 
thickness take the place of the whipcord. He had no sooner 
begun to draw this up than he found that he had now a heavy 
weigbt to deal with. Then the truth suddenly flasHed on 
him, and he went to work and pulied and pulied tili the Per- 
spiration rolled down him: the weigbt got heavier and 
heavier, and at last he was wellnigh ezhausted; looking down 
he saw in the moonlight a sight that revived him: it was as it 
were a great snake coming up to him out of the deep sbadow 
cast by the tower. He gave a shout of joy , and a score xnore 
wild pulls, and lo! a stout new rope touched his band: he 
hauled and hauled, and dragged the end into his prison and 
instantly passed it through both handles of the ehest in suc- 
cession, and knotted it firmly ; then sat for a moment to re- 
cover bis breath and collect his courage. The first thing was 
to make sure that the ehest was sound , and capable of resist- 
ing his weigbt poised in mid air. He jumpOed with all bis 
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foi^e upon it At the thlrd jomp the whole aide bunt open, 
and out scuttled the contents, a host of parchments. 

After the first start and misgiying this g&ve him, Gerard 
comprehended that the ehest had not burst but opened: he 
had doubtless jumped upon some secret sprmg. Still it 
flhook in some degree his confidence in the chest's powers of 
resistance; so he gave it an ally: he took the iron bar and 
fastened it with tiie small rope across the large rope, and 
across the window. He now monnted the ehest, and from the 
ehest put his foot through the window, and sat half in and 
half out, with one band on that part of the rope which was 
inside. In the silent night he heard his own heart beat 

The free air breathed on his face, and gave him the 
eourage to risk what we most all lose one day — for liberty. 
Many dangers awaited him, bat the greatest was the first 
getting on to the rope outside. Gerard reflected. Finally 
he put himself in the attitude of a swimmer, his body to the 
waist belng in the prison , his legs ontside. Then holding the 
inside rope with both hands, he feit anzioosly with his feet 
for the outside rope, and, when he had got it, he worked it in 
between the palms of his fect, and kept it there tight: then 
he uttered a Short prayer, and, all the calmerforit, put his 
left band on the sill and gradually wriggled out. Then he 
seized the iron bar, and for one fearful moment hung outsidQ 
from it by his right band, while his left band feit for the rope 
down at his kn/ees ; it was too tight against the wall for his 
fingers to get r6und it higher up. The moment he had fairly 
grasped it, he left the bar, and swiftly seized the rope with the 
right band too; but in tliis manoeuvre his body necessarily 
feil about a yard. A stifled cry came up from below. Gerard 
hung in mid air. He clenched his teeth , and nipped the rope 
tight witii his feet and gripped it with his hands, and went 
down slowly band below band. He passed by one huge rough' 
stone after another. He saw there was green moss on one^ 
He looked up and he looked down. The moon shone into hie^ 
prison window : it seemed veiy near. The fluttering figures 
below seemed an awfiil distance. It made him dizzy to look^ 

6» 
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down : so ke fixed bis eyei steadily on tiie wall doie to bim, 
and went slowl/.down, down, down. 

He paased a rusty , slimy, streak on the wall : it was aome 
ten feet long. The rope made bis hands yeiyhot He stcde 
another look up. 

The piison window was a good way off, now. 

Down — down — down — down. 

The rope made his hands sore. 

He looked np. The window was so distaat, he yenlaied 
now to tum his ejes downward again: and there, not moire 
than thirly feet below him were Margaret and Martin, Üieir 
faithfiil hands upstretched to catch lum shoold he falL fie 
could see their eyes and their teeth shine in the moonlight 
For their mouths were open, and they were breathing hard. 

" Take care , Gerard I Oh , take care ! Look not down." 

'^Fear me not,'* cried Gkrard, joyfully , and eyed the wall, 
bnt came down faster. 

In another minute his feet were at their hands. Th^ 
•eiced him ere he touched the ground, and all three clnng 
together in one embrace. 

<' Hush I away in silence , dear one." 

They stole along the shadow of the wall. 

Now, ere they had gone many yards, suddenly a atream 
of light shot £rom an angle of the building, and lay «eross 
their patii like a barrier of fire, and they heard whiapers aad 
footsteps close at band. 

'< Back ! " hissed Martin. " Keep in the shade." 

They hurried back , passed the dangling rope , and made 
for a litüe Square projecting tower. They had barely roonded 
it when the light shot trembling past them , and flickered an- 
certainly into.the distance. 

" A lantem I " groaned Martin , in a whisper. *^ They are 
afterus." 

"Give me my knife," whispered Gerard. "111 neFor be 
taken alive." 

"No, nol" murmured Margaret: "is there no way oat 
whereweare?" 
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'' None, none. Bat I carry six lives at my Shoulder : " and, 
with the Word, Martin stning his bow, and fitted an arrow to 
the string : " in war nerer wait to be atmck : I will kill one or 
two ere they sball know where their death comes from:** 
then, motioning bis companiona to be quiet, he begaa to draw 
bis bow, and, ere the arrow was qnite drawn t(Xt£e head, he 
glided round the comer ready to loose the string the moment 
the enemy should offer a mark. 

Gkrard and Margaret held their breath in l»)irible expec- 
tation: they had never seen a hwnan being kiUed. 

And now awild hope, bat half reiuressed, thriUed tkroagh 
Gerard, that this watduM enemy mi^ be the burgomaster 
in person. The soldier, he knew, woald send an arrow 
throngh a borgher or bargonuuiter, as he woold thiongh a 
boar in a wood. 

Bat who may foretell the fatore, howeyer near? The bew,. 
mstead of remaining firm, and looaing the deadly shalt, was 
Seen to waver first, £en shake violently, and the stoat soldler 
staggered back to them, bis knees knocking and bis cheeka 
blanched with fear. He let bis arrow fall, and ehitehed 
Gerard's shoalder. 

<^Let me feel flesh and blood," he gasped; <<thehaanted 
tower ! the haunted tower ! " 

His terror commanicated itself to Margaret and Q^rard. 
They gasped, rather than uttered, an inqoiry. 

<^Hash!'' he cried, ^<it will hearyoo. (^ the wall 1 it it 
going tq> the wall ! Its head is on fire. üp the wall, as mortal 
creatores walk apon green sward. If yoa know a prayer, say 
it! Porhellislooseto-night." 

<<I have power to ezordse spirits/' said Gkrard, trembüng. 
"I will :rentare forth." 

«Gk>aloiie,thenl" saidMartin. '^Ihavelookedon'tonoei 
andUye." 



86 TEX 0L0I8TEE 



OHAPTEB XL 

Tbb Strange glance of hatred the burgomaster had caat on 
Gbrard , coupled with bis imprisonment, had filled the 701mg 
man with a penaasion that Ghysbrecht was bis enemy to tbe 
death: and he glided round the angle of the tower, fuUy ez- 
pecting to see no supematoral appearance, bat some cmel 
and treacherons contrivance of a bad man to do bim amiachief 
in that prison, bis ^scape firom which could bardly be known. 

As he stole forüi , a soft but brave band crept into bis, and 
Margaret was by bis side to share this new periL 

No sooner was the hannted tower yisible, than a sigbt 
strack their eyes that benmnbed them as they stood. More 
than half way up the tower, a Creatore with a fiery head, Hke 
an enormons glow-worm, was steadily moonting tiie wall : the 
body was dark, bat its outline visible through the glare from 
the head, and the whole creatnre not much less than four feet 
long. 

At the foot of the tower stood a tiiing in white, that looked 
exactly like the figure of a female. Gerard and Margaret 
palpitated with awe. 

^'The rope, tfae ropel It is going up tfae rope,** gasped 
Gerard. 

As they gazed, the glowworm disappeared in Gerard's 
late prison, but its light illuminated Üie cell inside and 
reddened tfae window. The white figure stood motionless 
below. 

Such as can retain their senses after the firstprostrating 
effect of Ifae supernatnral, are apt to ezperience terror in one 
of its strängest f orms, a wild desire to fling tbemselFcs upon 
tfae terrible object. It fascinates them as the snake tfae bird. 
The great tragedian Macready used to render this finely in 
Macbeth at Banquo's second appearance. He flung himself 
with averted head at the horrible shadow. This stränge 
Impulse now seized Margaret She put down G^rard's band 
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qxiietly, andstoodbewildered; then, allinamoment, witha 
wild cry, darted towaras the spectre. Gerard, not aware of 
the natural Impulse I have spoken of, never doubted the 
evil one was drawing her to her perdition. He feil on his 
kuees. 

**£zorcizo vos. In nomine beatas Marise, exordzo vos." 
While the exorcist was shrieking his incantations in ex« 
tremity of terror, to his infinite relief he heard the spectre 
utter a feeble crj of fear. To find that hell had also its little 
weaknesses was encouraging. He redoubled his exorcisms, 
and presently he saw the ghastly shapekneelingat Margaret*! 
knees, and heard it praying piteously for niercy. 

ELate and Giles soon reached the haunted tower. Judge 
their surprise when they found a new rope dangling £rom Ihe 
prisoner's window to the ground. 

'^I see how it is," said the inferior intelligence , taking 
facts as they came. '^Our Gerard has come down this rope. 
He has got dear. Up I go, and see.'* ' 

"No, Giles, no!*' said the superior intelligence, blinded 
by prejudice. " See you not this is glamour? This rope is a 
line the evil one casts out to wile tiiee to destruction. He 
knows the weaknesses of all our hearts ; he has seen how fond 
you are of going up things. Where should our Gerard pro- 
cure a rope? how fasten it in the sky like this? It is not 
in nature. Holy saints proteet us Üub night, for hell is 
Abroad." 

^'Stuff!" said the dwarf: '^the way to hell is down, and 
tiiis rope leads up. I never had the luck to go up such a long 
rope. It may be years ere I fall in with such a long rope all 
ready hung for me. As well be knocked on the head at once 
as never know happiness.'* 

And he sprang on to the rope with a ciy of delight, as a 
cat Jumps with a mew on to a table where fish is. All the 
gymnast was en fire; and the only concession Kate could 
gain from him was permission to fasten the lantem on his 
neckßrst 



88 THB OLOISTXB 

<<A light scares fhe ill spirits,** taid ahe. 

And 80, with hls hnge anns, and hia legt like featfaen, 
Giles went up the rope faster than bis brother came down h 
The light at the nape of bis neck made a glowworm of him. 
His sister watched bis progress with trembling anxiety. 
Suddenly a female figure started out of the solid masonz/, 
and came fljing at her with more than mortal velocity. 

Kate uttered a feeble cry. It was all she could, forbo 
tongae clove to her palate with terror. Then she dropped 
her crutches, and sank upon her knees, hiding her faco and 
moaning: 

*< Take my body, bnt spare my soul ! " 

Margaret (panting). " Why it is a woman." 

Kate (quivering). " Why it is a woman." 

Margaret " How you scared me." 

Kaie. <<I am scared enougbmyself. Oh! obl ob!" 

'^Tbisis Strange. Buttbefieiy-headedthing? Yetitwas 
with you, and you are barmless. £ut why are you here at tbii 
timeof night?" 

**Nay,whyareTou?" 

'^Perhaps we are oa the same errand? Ah! you are bii 
good sister, Kate." 

*< And you are Margaret Brandt" 

"Yea." 

*'A11 the better. You love him: you are here. Then Gilei 
wasright. He has won free." 

Gerard came forward, and put the question at rest. But 
all further ezplanation was cut short by a borrible, unearthly 
noise, like a sepulchre Yentriloqui2dng. 

^' PaBOHMBNT ! — PABCHMSNT ! — PABCHmENT ! " 

At each repetition it rose in intensity. They looked np^ 
and there was the dwaxf, with his hands fullof parcbments, 
and his face, lighted with fiendish joy, and lurid with 
diabolical fire. The light being at his neck , a more infernal 
^^transparency" never starüed mortal eye. With the word 
the awfui imp burled parchment at Ihe astonished bead^r 
below, Pown came records, like wounded wild dadtt^ aom9 
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coUapsed, others fluttering, and others spread öut aiid Wheel- 
ing aiowly dawn in airy circles. They had hardly setüed, 
when again the sepulchral roar was heard : * ' Parohment : — 
Pardiment!" and down pattered and sailed another flock of 
documentB: another foUowed: they whitened the grase. 
Finally, the fire-headed imp, with his light body and homy 
hands, slid down the rope like a falling star, and (business 
before sentiment) proposed to his rescued brother an im- 
mediate settlement for the merchandise he had just delivered. 

^' Hush ! *' Said Gerard ; " you speak too lood. Gather them 
up and foUow os to a safer place tiian this." 

'^Will you not come home with me, Gerard ?" saidlittle 
Kate. 

^^Ihavenohome." 

^' You shall not say so. Who is more welcome than you 
will be, alter this cruel wrong, to your father's house?" 

'^Father? I have no father/' said Gerard, stemly. <<He 
that was my father is tumed my gaoler. I have escaped 
from his hands; I will never come within their reach again." 

<*An enemy did this, and not our father." 

And she told him what she had overheard Comelis and 
Sybrandt say. But the injuiy was too recent to be soothed. 
Gerard showed a bittemess of indignation he had hitherto 
seemed incapable of. 

^* Comelis and Sybrandt are two iU curs that have shown 
me their teeth and their heart a long while ; but they could do 
no more. My father it is that gave Üie burgomaster authority, 
or he durst not have laid a finger on me, that am a free 
burgher of this town. So be it, then. I was his son. I am his 
prisoner. He has played his part. I shall play mine. Fare- 
well the burgh where I was bom and liyed honestly, and was 
put in prison. While there is another town left in creation, 
111 never trouble you again, Tergou." 

«Oh, Gerard I flerardi" 

Margaret whispered her: —. «Do not gainsay him now. 
Giye his choler time to cool 1 " 

Kate tumed quickly towarcj« her, « Let me look at your 
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facel** The inspection wai fayonrable, it seemed, fbr the 
whispered : — ^* It U a comely face, and no mischief-maker'a." 

(«Fear me not,'* said Margaret, in the same tone. ^^I coold 
not be happy without your love as well as GUurard*»." 

'* These are comfortable words,** tobbed Kate. Then, 
looking up, she sald, *^I little thooght to like you so welL 
My heart is wiUing, but niy infirmity will not let me embrace 
yott." 

At this hint, Margaret wonnd gently round Gkrard's aiater, 
and kissed her lovingly. 

*<Often he haa spoken of yon to me, Kate, and often I 
longed for this.*' 

** You, too, Gerard," said Kate, *<kiss me ere yougo, for 
my heart lies heavy at parting with you this night" 

Gerard kissed her, and she went on her cnitches home. 
The last thing they heard of her was a little patient aigh. 
Then the tears came and stood thick in Margaretes eye«; bot 
Gerard was a man, and notieed not his sister^s sigh. 

As they tumed to go to Sevenbergen, the dwarf nudged 
Gerard with his bandle of parchments, and held out a con- 
cave claw. 

Margaret dissoaded Gerard. ''Why take what is not 
ours?" 

« Oh I spoil an enemy how you can.'* 

<<Bat may they not make this a handle for fresh ^io- 
lence?" 

<<How can they? Think yOu I shall stay in Tergou after 
this? The bnrgomaster robbed me of my liberty; I doubt I 
should take his lifo for it if I coold." 

"Ohfie,GerardI** 

"What? Is life worth more than liberty? Well, Ican't 
take his life, so I take the first thing that comes to band.*' 

He gave Giles a few small coins, with which the nrchin 
was gladdened, and shuffled after his sister. Margaret and 
Genurd were speedily joined by Martin , and away to Seven- 
bergen. 
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CHAPTEB XII. 

Ghtsbbboht Van Swibtbn kept the kej of Gerard*s prison 
in hifl pouch. He waited tili ten of the clock ere he visited 
him ; for he said to himself , " A little hunger sometimes does 
well; it breaks 'em." At ten he crept up the stairs with a 
loaf and pitcher, foUowed by his trusty servant well armed. 
Ghjsbrecht listcned at the door. There was no soond inside. 
A grim smile stole over his features. '^By this time he will 
be as down-hearted as Albert Koestein was," thought he. 
He opened the door. 

No Gerard. 

Ghysbrecht stood stnpefied. 

Although his face was not Yisible, his body seemed to lose 
aU motion in so pecoliar a way , and then after a little he feil 
a trembling so, that the servant behind him saw there was 
something amiss, and crept dose to him and peeped over his 
Shoulder. At sight of the empty cell and the rope , and iron 
bar, he uttered a loud exclamation of wonder : but his surprise 
doubled when his master, disregarding all eise, saddenly 
flnng himself on his knees before the empty ehest, and feit 
wildly all over it with quivering hands, as if onwilling to 
trost his eyes in a matter so important. 

The servant gazed at him in utter bewilderment. 

"Why, master, whatis the matter?" 
^ Ghysbrecht's pale Ups worked as if he was going to 
answer; bat they uttered nosoond: his hands feil by his side, 
and he stared into the ehest. 

"Why, master, whatavailsglaring into that empty box? 
The lad is not there. See here! Note the cunning of the 
young rogue; he hath taken out the bar, and — " 

"Gonb! oohbI oons!" 

"Gone? What is gone? Holy saints! he is planet 
Struck." 

^' Stop thiw 1 " shrieked Ghysbrech^ and suddenly tumed 
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on his servant and coUared him, and sliook him with rage. 
« D'ye stand there, knave, and 8ee yoor master robbed ? Rmi ! 
fly! A hundred crowns to him that finds it me again. No, 
noi 'ÜB in vain. Oh, fool! fool! to leave that in the same 
room with him. But none ever foond the secret spring before. 
None ever would bat he. It was to be. It is to be. Liostl 
lostl" and his years and infirmity now gained the better of 
his short-liyed frenzj, and he suik on the ehest mntterin^, 
"lost! lostl" 

<<Whatislo8t, master?** asked the serrant kindly. 

^^ Hoose and lands and good name ," groaned Ghysbi^echty 
and wrang his hands feebly. 

"What?" criedtheservant. 

This emphatic word, and the tone of eager eorioaitj, 
strack on Ghysbrecht's ear, and revived his natiual eonning. 

^'I haye lost the town records,** stammered he, and he 
looked askant at the man like a fox canght near a hen-rooat. 

<<0h, isthataU?" 

*<Is*t not enough? What will the burghers say to me? 
What will the burgh do?" Then he saddenly bnnt out 
again, <^ A hnndred crowna to him who ^all recoyer them; 
all, mind, all that were in this box. If one be missing, I give 
nothing." 

^^*Ti8 a bargain, master: the hnndred crowns are in mj 
pouch. See you not that where Gerard £liassoen is, there 
are the pieces of sheepskin yon rate so high?" 

^^That is trae; that is trae; good Dierich: good faithfiil 
Dierich. All, mind, all, that were in the ehest" 

« Master , I will take the constables to G^rard's hoose and 
seize him for the theft." 

"The theft? ayl good; very good. It istheft. Iforgot 
that. So, as he is a thief now, we will put him in the dungeons 
below: where the toads are and the rats. Dierich, that man 
must never see daylight again. 'Tis his own faolt; he nrast 
be prying. Quick, quick ! ere he has time to talk, you know, 
time to talk." 

l» l^s tha» b^ a» how Pierich Brower and four coiir 
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fitables entered the hosier's house, and demanded jonng 
Crerard of the panic-stricken Catherine. 

'^Alas! what has he done' now?" cried she: "that boy 
-will break my heart" 

"Nay, dame, but a trick of youth," saidDierich. "He 
liath but made off with certain skins of parchment, in a frolic 
doubtless; but the burgomaster is answerable to the burgh 
für their safe keeping , so he is in care about them: as for ti^e 
youth, he will doubtless be quit for a reprimand/' 

Tiiis smooth ßpeech eompletely imposed on Gatha*ine; 
but her daughter was m<M:e suspicious, and that suspicion 
-was strengthened by tibe disproportionate anger and dis- 
appointment Dierich showed the moment he leamed Q-erard 
was not at home, had not been at home that night. 

" Come away then ," said he , roughly. " We are wasting 
time." He added, vehemently , "1*11 find him if he is above 
ground.'* 

Affection sharp^is the wits, and often it has made an inno- 
Cent person more than a mateh for the wily. Ab Dierich was 
gomg out, Kate made him a signal she would speak with him 
privately. He bade bis men go oa, and waited outside the 
door. Shejoinedhim. 

"HushI" said she, "my mother knows not, G-erard has 
lefkTergou." 

"How?" 

"I saw him last night** 

**Ay? Where?'* cried Dierich, eagerly. 

" At the fopt of the haunted to wer.** 

"How did he get the rope?'* 

"I know not; but this I know; my brother Gerard bade 
me there f are well, and he is many leagues firom Tergou ere 
this. The town, you know, was always unworthy oi him, and, 
when it imprisoned him, he Yowed never to set foot in it again. 
Let the burgomaster be content, then. He has imprisoned 
bim, and he has driven him from bis birthplace and fiK>m bis 
native land. What need now to rob him and us of cur good 
«ame?** 
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This might at another moment have strack Dierieh as 
good sense ; bat he was too mortified at this escape of Creraid 
and the loss of a bondrcd crowns. 

<<Whatnecdhadhet0 8teal?** retortedhe, bitterly. 

'< Gerard stole not the trash; he bat took it to spite the 
borgomaster, who stole his liberty; bat he shall answer to 
the dukc f or it, he «hall. As for these skins of parchment yoa 
keep such a coil about, look in the nearest brook , or sty, and 
'tis odds bat you find them." 

" Think ye so , mistress? — tfaink ye so? " And Dierich's 
eyes flashed. <* Mayhap you know *tis so." 

'^This I know, that Gerard is too good to steal, and too 
wise to load himself with rabbish, going a joumey." 

" Give you good day, then," said Dierieh, sharply. " The 
sheepskin you scora, I value it more than the skin of any he 
in Tergou." 

And he went off hastily on a f alse seent. 

Rate retnmed into the house and drew Giles aside. 

<< Giles , my heart misgives me ; breathe not to a soul what 
I say to you. I have told Dirk Brower that Gerard is out of 
Holland : but much I doubt he is not a leagne £rom Tergou.** 

"Why, whereishe, then?" 

"Where shouid he be, but with herheloves? Butif so, 
he must not loiter. These be deep and dark and wicked men 
that seek him. Giles , I see that in Dirk Brower's eye makes 
me tremble. Oh! why cannot I fly to Sevenbergen, and bid 
him away? Why am 1 not lusty and active like other girls? 
God forgive me for fretting at His will: but I never felttiU 
now what it is to be lame and weak and useless. But you are 
streng, dear Giles," added she coaxingly, ^'you are yery 
streng." 

^' Yes, I am streng;" thundered Perpusillus; then, catching 
sight of her meaning, ^^butl hate to go onfoot," he added, 
sulkily. 

'* Alas ! alas ! who will help me if you will not? Dear Giles, 
do you not love Gerard?" 

" Yes I like him best of the lot. TU go to Sevenbergen ou 
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Peter Buyskens his male. Ask you him, for he won*t lend her 
me. 

Kate rcmonstrated. The whole town would foUow hjm. It 
would be known whither he was gone, and Gerard be in worse 
danger than before. 

Giles parried this by promising to ride out of the town the 
opposite way, and not tum the male's head towards Seven- 
bergen tili he had got rid of the curious. 

Kate then assented, and borrowed the male. She charged 
Giles with a short bat meaning message, and made him repeat 
it after her, over and over, tül he coiüd say it word for word. 

Giles started on the male> and little Kate retired, anddid 
the last thing now in her power for her beloved brother; 
prayed on her knees long and eamestly for his safety. 



CHAPjTER XIII. 

GntABD and Margaret went gaily to Sevenbergen in the 
firstflashofrecoveredliberty, and successful adventure. Bat 
ihese soon yielded to sadder thoaghts. Gerard was an 
escaped prisoner, and liable to be retaken and perhaps 
punished; and therefore he and Margaret would have to part 
for a time. Moreover he had conceived a hatred to his native 
place. Margaret wished him to leave the country for a while, 
but at the thought of his going to Italy her heart fainted. Ge* 
rard, on the contraiy, was reconciled to leaving Margaret 
only by his desire to visit Italy, and his streng conviction that 
there he should eam money and reputation, and remove 
every obstacle to their marnage. He had already told her all 
that the demoiselle Van £yck had said to him. He repeated 
it, and reminded Margaret that the gold pieces were only 
given him to go to Italy with. The joumey was clearly for 
Gerard's interest. He was a craffcsman and an artist, lost in 
this boorish place. In Italy they would know how to value 
him. On this ground above all the onselfish girl gave her 
content : but many tender tears came with it, and at thaf 
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Gerard, yonng and loying as herseif, cried bitterly with her, 
and often thej asked one another what thej had done, that so 
man74ifferent persona shoold be their enemies, and oombine, 
asitseemed, topartthem. 

Thej sat band in band tili midnight, now deplorin^ Ükeir 
bard fate, now drawing brigbt and bopefol pietiires of the 
fatnre, in the midst of wbich Margaret*s tears wonld saddenly 
flow, and then poor G^raid's eloqaence would die mwmj in & 
sigb. 

The moming fonnd tbem resigned to part, bot neitiier 
had the courage to say when ; and mach I donbt wbether tiie 
bour of parting eyer woold bare stmok. 

Bat about tbree in the aftemoon, Giles, who had made & 
circnit of manj miles to ayoid sospicion, rode ap to the dooi; 
Thej both ran out to bim, eager with curiositj. 

** Brother Q^ard," cried he, in bis tremendoos tones, 
'^Kate bids jou nin for jour life. Thej Charge jou with 
theft; JOU bare giyen them a handle. Tbink not to explain. 
Hope not for justice in Tergon. The parehments joa took 
thej are bat a blind. She bath seen joar death in ihe men*t 
ejes: a price is on jour bead. Fljl For Margaret*« sake 
and all who loye joa, loiter not life awaj, bntfljl** 

It was a tbonder-clap, and left two white faces looking at 
one another, and at the terrible messenger. 

Then Giles, who had bitherto bat attered bj rote wbat 
Catherine bade bim, pat in a word of bis own. 

**A11 the constables were at our boose alter jon, and so 
was Dirk Brower. Kate is wise, Gerard. Best giye ear to 
her rede, andflj." 

"Oh, jes! Gerard ,** cried Margaret, wildlj. "Flj on 
the instant. Abt those parehments; mj mind misgaye me: 
whj did I let joa take them?" 

"Margaret^ thej are bat a blind: Giles sajs so: no matter, 
the old caitiff sball neyer see them again; I will not go tili I 
baye hidden bis treasare where he shall neyer find it" Gerard 
then, after thanking Giles Warmlj, bade bim farewell, and 
told bim to go back, and teil Kate he was gone. "For I abatt 
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be gone, ere yoa reach home," eaid he. He then shonted 
for Martin; and told him what hadhappened, and begged 
him to go a little way towards Tergou, and watch the road. 

" Ay I " Said Martin, " and if I see Dirk Brower, or any of 
bis men, I will shoot an arrow into the oak-tree that is in onr 
garden; and on that yoa must ran into the forest hardby, 
and meet me at the weird hanter's spring. Then I will guide 
yoa throagh the wood." 

Surprise thas provided against, G-erard breathed again. 
He went with Margaret, and, while she watched the oak-tree 
tremblingly, feanng every moment to see an arrow strike 
among the branches, Gerard dug a deep hole to bary the 
parchments in. 

He threw them in, one by one. They were nearly all 
charters and records of the borgh: bat one appeared to be a 
private deed between Floris Brandt, father of Peter, and 
Ghysbrecht 

'«Whythisisasmachyoorsashis," saidGtoard. "Iwill 
read tjiis." 

" Oh, not now, öerard, not now," cried Margaret. "Every 
moment yoa lose fiUs me with fear; and see, large drops of 
rain are beginning to fall, and the eloads lower." 

G^rard yielded to this remonstrance : bat he pat the deed 
into his bosom, and threw the earth in over the others, and 
stamped it down. While thas employed there came a flash of 
lightning followed by a peal of distant thander, and the rain 
came down heavily. Margaret and Gerard ran into the hoase, 
whither they were speedily followed by Martin. 

" The road is dear," said he, " and a heavy storm Coming 
on." 

His words proved tnie. The thtinder came nearer and 
nearer tili it crashed overhead: the flashes followed one 
another close, like the strokes of a whip, and the rain feil in 
torrents. Margaret hid her face not to see the lightning. On 
this, Gerard pat ap the roagh shatter, and lighted a candle. 
The lovers consalted together, and G^rard blessed the storm 
that gave him a few hoars more with Margaret The san set 
The aoUter and tke Hearth. /. 7 
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unperceiTed, and still the thnnder pealed, and the lightnmg 
flashed, and the rain poiired. Sapper was set; bat Gerard 
and Margaret coald not eat: the thon^t that this was the last 
time they shoald sap together, choked them. The stoim 
lulled a litüe. Peter retired to rest. Bot derard was to go 
atpeep of day, and neither he nor Margaret coald afford to 
lose an hoor in sleep. Martin sat a while, too: forhewasfit- 
ting a new string to his bow, a matter in which he was y&j 
nice. 

The loTers murmared thelr sorrows and tlieir love beside 
him. 

Saddenlj the old man held ap his band to them to be 
silent. 

They were qoiet and listened, and heard notfaing. Bot 
the next moment a footsteep crackled faintly apon tlie 
aatamn leaves that lay strewn in the garden at the back door 
of the house. To those who had nothing to fear snch a 
Step woold haye said nothing: bat to those who had ene- 
mies it was terrible. For it was a foot trying to be noiseless. 

Martin fitted an arrow to his string, and hastilj blew out 
the candle. At this moment, to their horror, they heard moie 
than one footstep approach tiie other door of the cottage, not 
qaite so noiselesslj as the other, bat very .stealthily — and 
tiien a dead paose. 

Their blood froze in their Teins. 

''Oh! Kaie! oh, Kate! Yoa said, flyon the instant." And 
Margaret moaned and wrang her hands in angaish and terror, 
and wild remorse for having kept G^rard. 

''Hush, girl!" saidMiuün, in a stem whisper« 

A heavy knock feil on the door. 
And on the hearts within. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



As if ihis had been a conoerted signal, the back door was 
strack as rudely the next instant. They were hemmed in. 
But at these alarming sounds Margaret seemed to recover 
some share of self-possession. She whispered, ^'Say he was 
here, but is gone." And with this ehe seized Gerard and 
ahnest dragged him up the rüde steps that led to her father's 
sleeping-room. Her own laj next bejond it. 

The blows on the door were repeated. 

" Who knocks at this hour?" 

"Open, and you will seel" 

"I open not to thieves — honest men are all abed now." 

"Open to the law^ Martin Wittenhagen, or you shall 
rue it." 

" Why, that is Dirk Brower*s voice, I trow. What make 
you so far from Tergou?" 

"Open, and you will know." 

Martin drew the holt, very slowly , and in rushed Dierich 
and four more. They let in their companion who was at the 
back door. 

"Now, Martin, whereis Gerard Eliassoen?" 

" Gerard Eliassoen? Why he was here but now? " 

" Was here ? " Dierich's countenance feil. *• 'And where is 
he now?" 

"They say he has gone to Italy. Why? What is to 
do?" 

" No matter. When did he go ? Teil me not that he went 
in such a storm as this !" 

"Here is a coil about Gerard Eliassoen," said Martin con- 
temptuously. Then he lighted the candle, and, seating him- 
self cooUy by the fire, proceeded to whip some fine silk round 
his bow-string at the place where the nick of the arrow frets 
it, "I'll teil you," said he carelessly. "Enow you his 
brother Giles — a little misbegotten imp all head and arms? 
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Well, he came tearing over here on a mule, and bawled cnt 
something. I was too far off to hear the creature's words, bot 
0QI7 its noise. Anyway, he started Gerard. Forassoonas 
he was gone, there was such crying and kissmg, and then 
Gerard went away. They do teil me he has gone to Italy — 
mayhap you know where that is; for I don't." 

Dierich's contenance feil lower and lower at this acconnt 
There was no flaw in it. A cunninger man than Martin 
would, perhaps, have told a lie too many, and raised soi^i- 
cion. Bat Martin did his task well. He only told the One 
falsehood he was bade to teil, and of his own head invented 
nothing. 

"Mates," Said Dierichi ^^I doubt he speaks sooth. I told 
the burgomaster how 'twould be. He met the dwarf galloping 
Peter Buyskens* male from Sevenbergen. *They have sent 
that impto Gerard,' says he, Uo, then, Gerard is at Seven- 
bergen.' *Ah, masterl' says I, **tis too late now. We 
should have thoaght of Sevenbergen before, instead of wast- 
ing our time hunting all the odd comers of Tergoa for those 
carsed parchments that we shall never find tili we find Ihe 
man that took 'em. If he was at Sevenbergen," quoth I, 
'and they sent the dwarf to him, itmast havebeento warn 
him we are after him. He is leagaes away by now ,' quoth I. 
Confound that chalk-faced girl! she has out-witted usbearded 
men: and so I told the burgomaster, but he would not hear 
reason. A wet jerkin apiece, that is all we shall get, mates, 
by this Job." 

Martin gnnned coolly in Dierich's face. 

"However," added the latter, "to content the burgo- 
master, we will search the house." 

Martin tumed grave directly. 

This change of countenance did not escape Dierlch. He 
reflected a moment. 

" Watch outside two of you, one on each side of the house, 
that no one jump from the upper Windows. The rest come 
with me." 
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And he took the candle and mounted the stairs, foliowed 
by three of his comrades. 

Martin was left alone. 

The stout soldier hung his head. All had gone so well at 
first : and now this fatal tum ! Suddenly it occurred to bim 
that all was not yet lost. Gerard must be either in Peter*s 
room or Margaret*s; they were not so very high from the 
ground. Gerard would leap out. Dierlch had left a man 
below; but what then? For half a minute Gerard and he 
wonld be two to one , and in that brief space , what might not 
bedone? 

Martin then held the back door äjar and watched. The 
light shone in Peter*s room. " Curse the fool ! " said he , " is 
he going to let them take him like a girl ? " 

The light now passed into Margaretes bedroom. Still no 
window was opened. Had Gerard intended to escape that way 
he would not haye waited tili the men were in the room. 
Martin saw that at once, and left the door, and came to the 
f oot-stair and listened. He began to think G erard must have 
escaped by the window while all the men were in the house. 
The longer the silence continued the strenger grew this con- 
viction. But it was suddenly and rudely dissipated. 

Faint cries issued from the inner bedroom, — Margaretes. 

"They have taken him," groaned Martin; ."they have 
got him." 

It now flashed across Martinas mind that if they took 
Gerard away his life was not worth a button; and that, if evil 
befel him, Margaret*s heart would break. He cast his eyes 
wildly round like some savage beast seekingan escape, and 
in a twinkling formed a resolution terribly oharacteristic of 
those iron times and of a soldier driven to bay« He stepped 
toeachdoorintum, and imitating Dirk Brower's voice, said 
sharply, " Watch the window I " He then quietly closed and 
bolted both doors. He then took up his bow and siz arrows ; 
one he fitted to his string, the others he put into his quiver. 
His knife he placed upon a chair behind hun , the hilt towards 
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him; and there he waited at the foot of the Btair wiüi tiie 
calm detennination to slay those four men, or be slain bj 
them. Two, he knew, he could dispose of by his airows, ere 
ihey could get near him, and Gkrard and he most take tbeir 
Chance hand-to-hand, with the remaining pair. Besides, he 
had Seen men panic-stricken by a sudden attack of this Boxt 
Shoold Brower and his men hesitate but an instant before 
dosing with him, he shoold shoot three instead of two , aiid 
then the odds would be on the light side. 

He had not long to wait The heavy steps soiin<led in 
Margaret*s room, and came nearer and nearer. 

The light also approached, and voices. 

Martin's heart, stont as it was, beat hard, to hear men 
Coming thus to their death , and , perhaps to his ; more likely 
so than not; for four is long odds in a battie-field of ten feet 
Square, and G^erard might be bound, p^haps, and powerlesi 
to help. Bat this man, whom we hare seen shake in his shoes 
at a Giles-o*-lanthoin, nerer wavered in this awfiil moment of 
real danger, but stood there, his body all braced for combat, 
and his eye glowing, equally ready to take lifo and lose it 
Desperate game I to win which was ezile instant and for life, 
and to lose it was to die that moment upon that floor he 
stood on. 

Dierich Brower and his men found Peter in his first sleep. 
They opened his cupboards; they ran their knives into an 
alligator he had nailed to his wall; they looked under his 
bed: it was a large room, and apparently fall of hiding- 
places, but they found no Gerard. 

Then they went on to Margaretes room, and the very sight 
of it was discouraging — it was small and bare, and not a 
cupboard in it; there was, however, a large fireplace and 
chunney. Dierich*s eye feil on these directly. Here they 
found tiie beauty of Sevenbergen sleeping on an old ehest, 
not a foot high, and no attempt made to coyer it; but the 
Sheets were snowy white, and so was Margaretes own linen. 
And there she lay, looking like a Uly fallen into a mt 
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PresenÜy Bhe awoke, and sat up in the bed, like one 
amazed; then, seeing the men, began to scream f aintly, and 
pray for mercy. 

She made Dierich Brower ashamed of bis errand. 

'^Here is a to-do," said be, alitüe confused. **We are 
not going to burt 70a, my pretty maid. Lie jou still, and 
sbut jour eyes, and tbiiok oryour wedding -nigbt, wbile I look 
up tbis cbimney to see if Master Gerard is tbere." 

"Gerard! inmyroom?" 

" Wby not? Tbey say tbat you and be — " 

" Cruel; you know tbey bave driven bim away from me — 
driven bim from bis native place. Tbis is a blind. You are 
tbieves; you are wicked men; you are not men of Seven- 
bergen, or you would know Margaret Brandt better tban to 
look for ber loyer in tbis room of all otbers in tbe world. Ob 
brave! Fourgreatbulkingmentocome, armed to tbe teetb, 
to insult one poor bonest girl ! Tbe women tbat live in your 
own bouses must be naugbt, or you would respect tbemtoo 
mucb to insult a girl of good cbaracter." 

" Tbere, come away, before we bear worse," said Diericb, 
bastily. " He is not in tbe ebimney. Plaster will mend wbat 
a cudgel breaks; but a woman's tongue is a double-edged 
dagger, and a girl is a woman witb ber motber*8 milk stUl in 
ber." And be beat a basty retreat. << I told tbe borgomaster 
bow *twould be/' 



CHAPTER XV. 

Whebb is tbe woman tbat cannot act a part? Wbere is 
sbe wbo will not do it, and do it weU, to save tbe man sbe 
loves? Natore on tbese great occasions pomes to tbe aid of 
tbe simplest of tbe sex , and teacbes ber to tbrow dust in Solo- 
mon's eyes. Tbe men bad no sooner retired, than Margaret 
stepped out of bed, and opened tbe long cbest on wbich sbe 
bad been lying down in ber skirt and petticoat and stockings, 
and nigbt-dress over all; and put tbe lid, bed-clotbes and all, 
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against the wall : then glided to the door and listened. The 
footsteps died awaj through her father's room , and down the 
stairs. 

Now in that ehest there was a pecoliarity that it was al- 
most impossible for a stranger to detect. A part of the 
boarding of the room had been broken, and Qerard being ap- 
plied to to make it look neater, and being short of materials, 
had ingeniously sawed away a space sufficient just to admit 
Margaretes 5ot-e2»anl bed, and with the materiab thus acquired 
he had repaired the whole room. As for the bed or ehest, it 
really rested on the rafters a foot below the boards. Con- 
sequenüy it was fall two feet deep, thoogh it looked scarce 
one. 

All was qniet Margaret kneeled and gave thanks to 
Heayen. Then she glided from the door, and leaned over the 
ehest, and whispered tenderty, ^^Gkrardl" 

Gerard did not reply. 

She then whispered, a little louder, "Gerard, allissafe, 
thank Heaven I You may nse ; but, oh I be cautious ! " 

Gerard made no reply. 

She laid her band upon bis Shoulder — " Gerard ! " 

No reply. 

" Oh! what is this?'* she cried, and her hands ran wildly 
over bis faee and bis bosom. She took him by the Shoulders ; 
she shook him; she lifted him; but he escaped from her 
trembling hands, and feil back, not like a man but like a 
body. A great dread feil on her. The lid had been down. 
She had lain upon it. The men had been some time in the 
room. With all the strength of frenzy she tore him out of the 
ehest. She bore him in her arms to the window. She dashed 
the window open. The sweet air came in. She laid him in it 
and in the moonligl^t. His face was the colour of ashes , bis 
body W4ks all limp and motionless. She feit his heart. Horror! 
it was as still as the rest! Horror of horrorsi she had stifled 
him with her own body. 

The mind cannot all at once believe so great and sudden 
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and Strange a calamity. Gerard, who had got alive into that 
ehest scarce üve minutes ago, how could he be dead? 

She called him by all the endearing names that heart 
could think or tongue coiüd frame. She kissed him and 
fondied him and coazed him and implored him so speak to 
her. 

No answer to words of love , such as she had never uttered 
to him before, nor thought she could utter. Then the poor 
creature, trembling all over, began to say over that ashy face 
little foolish things that were at once terrible and pitiable. 

" Oh, Gerard I I am very sorry you are dead. I am very 
sorry I have killed you. Forgive me for not letting the men 
takeyou, it would have been better than this. Oh, Gerard I 
I am very, very sorry for what I have done." Then she began 
suddenly to rave. ^'No! no! such things can*t be, orthere 
is no God. It is monstrous. How can my Gerard be dead? 
How can I have killed my Gerard? I love him. Oh, G^d! 
you know how I love him. He does not. I never told him. 
Kheknewmy heart, he would speak to me , he would not be 
so deaf to bis poor Margaret* It is all a trick to make me cry 
out and betray him : but, no, I love him too well for that. rU 
ehoke first.'' And she seized her ownthroat, to check her 
wild desire to scream in her terror and anguish. 

"If he would but say one word. Oh, Gerard I don*t die 
without a Word. Have mercyonme and scoldme! but speak 
to me : if you are angry with me , scold me t curse me 1 I de* 
serve it: the idiot that killed the man she loved better than 
herseif. Ah ! I am a murderess. The worst in all the world. 
Help, helpl I have murdered him. Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah!'' 

She tore her hair, and uttered shriek after shriek so wild, 
so Piercing, they feil like a knell upon the ears of Dierich 
Brower and bis men. All started to their feet, andlookedat 
one another. 
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CHAPTEK XVI. 

Mabtih WiTTunLuam standing at the foot of the staiis 
with bis arrow drawn nearly to the head, and bis knife b^und 
him, was strack with amazement to see the men come back 
withoat Gerard: he lowered his bow, änd looked open- 
mouthed at them. They, for their part, were eqnallj pnszled 
at the attitade thej had caught him in. 

<< Whj, mates, was the old fellow making readj to shoot 
atfwf" 

*' Stoff!" Said Martin, recovering his stolid composure, 
*^I was bat trying my new string. There, I'll onstring mj 
bow, ifyoathinkthat." 

<<Hamph!" said Dierich, saspicioasly, **there is some- 
thiQg more in yoa than I anderstand : pat a log on , and let os 
dry oor hides a bit, ere we go." 

A blazing fire was soon made and the men gathered roond 
it, and their elothes and long hair were soon smoking^ from 
the cheerful blaze. Then it was that the shrieks were beard 
in Margarets room. They all started np, and one of ihem 
seized the candle, and ran up the steps that led to the bed- 
rooms. 

Martin rose hastily, too, and being confdsed by these 
sadden screams, and apprehending danger from the man't 
cariosity, tried to preyent him from going there. 

At tiiiis Dieiich threw his arms roand him from bebind, 
and called on the others to keep him. The man that had ihe 
candle got clear away, and all the rest feil apon Martin , and 
after a long and fierce straggle, in the coorse of whicb they 
were more than once all rolling on the floor , with Martin in 
the middle, they saeceeded in mastering the old Samson, and 
binding him band and foot with a rope they had broogbt for 
Gerard. 

Martin groaned aload. He saw the man had made bis 
way to Margaretes room daring the straggle , and here was he 
powerless. 
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" A7, grind your teeth, you old rogue," said Dierich, pant- 
Jng with tibe ötruggle. " You shaVt use them." 

"It 10 my beüef, mates, that our lives were scarce safe 
wliile thia old fellow*8 bones were free." 

"He makes me think this Gerard is not far off," put in 
another. 

" No such luck," replied Dierich. "Hallo, mates. Jorian 
Ketel is a long time in that girFs bedroom. Best go and see 
afterhim, some of us." 

The rüde laugh caused by this remark had hardly sub- 
sided, when hasty footsteps were heard running along over- 
head. 

" Oh ! here he comes , at last. Well , Jorian , what is to do 
nowupthere?" 



CHAPTER XVII. 

JoBiAM Eetbl went straight to Margaretes room, and there, 
to his infinite surprise, he found the man he had been in 
search of , pale and motioniess , his head in Margaretes lap, 
and she kneeling over him , mute now , and stricken to stone. 
Her eyes were dilated, yet glazed, and she neither saw the 
light nor heard the man, nor cared for anything on earth , but 
the white face in her lap. 

Jorian stood awe-struek, the candle shaking in his band. 

" Why, where was he, then, all the time? " 

Margaret heedeä him not. Jorian went to the empty ehest 
and inspected it. He began to comprehend. The giiiVs 
dumb and frozen despair moved him. 

"This is a sorry sight," said he: "it is a black night*s 
work : all for a few skins I Better have gone with us than so. 
She is past answering me, poor wench. Stop — let us try 
whether— " 

He took down a little round mirror, no bigger than his 
band, and put itto Gerard's mouth and nostrils, andheldit 
there. WhcA he withdrew it, it was dolL 
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'< Thsbi ib ufb nr Bml" said Jorian Ketel to himtelf. 

Margaret caught the words instanüy, though only nmi« 
tered, and it was as if a statae should start into life and pas- 
Bion. She rose and flung her arms round Jorian's neck. 

'*0h bless the tongue that teils me so!** and she clasped 
the great rough fellow again and again, eagerly, almost 
^ercely. 

'< There , there I let ob lay him warm ^"^ said Jorian ; and in 
a moment he rabed Gerard, and laid him on the bed-clotiies. 
Then he took out a flask he carried, and filled his hand twice 
with Schiedamze, and flung it sharplj each time in Gkrard*s 
face. The pungent liquor co-operated witii his recovezy — 
he gaye a faint sigh. Oh, never was sound so jojfol to human 
earl Sheflewtowardshim, butthenstopped, quiveringfor 
fear she should hurt him. She had lost aJl confidence in her- 
Beif. 

^^That is right—- let him alone," said Jorian: '<don't go 
cuddling him as you did me, or you*ll drive his breath back 
again. Let him alone : he is sure to come to. Tisn't like as 
if he was an old man." 

Gerard sighed deeply , and a faint streak of colour stole to 
his lips. Jorian made for the door. He had hardly reached 
it, when he found his legs seized from behind. 

It was Margaret! She curled round his knees like a ser« 
pent , aud kissed his hand , and fawned on him. *' You won*t 
teil? You have saved his life; you have not the heart to 
thrust him back into his grave, to undo your own good 
work?" 

" No , no ! It is not the first time IVe done you two a good 
tum; *twaB I told you in the church whither wo had to take 
him. Besides, what is Dirk Brower to me? 1*11 see him 
hanged ere 1*11 teil him. But I wish you*d teil me where the 
parchments are? There are a hun<hred crowns offered for 
them. That would be a good windfall for my Joan and the 
children, you know." 

<< Ah ! they shall have those hundred crowns." 
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"What! axe the things in the house?" asked Jorian, 
eagerly. 

"No; but I know where they are: and, by God and St 
Bavon I swear you shall have them to-morrow. Come to me 
for them when you will, but come alone." 

'^I were mad, eise. WhatI share the hundred crowns with 
Dirk Brower ? And now may my bones rot in my skin if I let 
a 8oul know the poor boy is here/' 

He then ran off, lest by staying longer he should excite 
suspicion, and have them all after hun. And Margaret knelt, 
quivering from head to foot , and prayed beside Gerard , and 
for Gerard. 

"What is to do?" replied Jorian, to Dierich Brower's 
query; " why we have scared the girl out of her wits. She 
was in a kind of fit." 

'* We had better all go and doctor her, then." 

"Oh yes! and frighten her into the churchyard. Her 
father is a doctor, and I have roused him, and set him to bring 
her round. Let us see the fire, will ye ? " 

His off-hand way disarmed all suspicion. And soon after 
the party agreed that the kitchen of Üie "Three Kings" was 
much warmer than Peter's house, and they departed, having 
first untied Martin. 

" Take note , mate , that I was right , and the burgomaster 
wrong," Said Dierich Brower, at the door : "I said we should 
be too late to catch him, and we were too late." 

Thus G^rard, in one terrible night, grazed the prison and 
tiie grave. 

And how did he get clear at last? Not by his cunningly 
contrived hiding-place, nor by Margaretes ready wit; but by a 
good Impulse in one of his captors, by the bit of humanity left 
in a somewhat reckless fellow*8 heart, aided by his desire of 
gain. So mized and seemingly incongruous are human mo- 
tives, so shortsighted our shrewdest counsels. 
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They whose moderate natures, or gentle fates, keep Ütem^ 
in life's passage , from the fierce extremes of joj and angoish 
our natore is capable of , are perhaps the best, and certamlj 
the happiest, of mankind. But to such readers Ishooldtiy 
in vain to convey what bliss nnspeakable settled now npon 
these persecuted lovers. £yen to those who have j<^^ 
greatlj , and greatly suffered , my feeble art can present bat a 
pale reflection of Margarets and Gerard*« ecstasy. 

To sit and see a beloved face come back from the grave to 
the World, tohealthandbeauty, by swiftgradations; tosee 
the roses retam to the loved cheek, loye*s glance to the loved 
eye , and his words to the loved mouth ; this was Margaret*8 — 
a joy to balance years of sorrow. It was Gerard's to awake 
from a Irance , and find his head pillowed on Margarets arm; 
to hear the woman he adored murmur new words of eloqiitot 
love, and shower tears and tender kisses and caresses on him. 
Heneyerknew, tili this sweet moment, how ardently, how 
tenderly, she loved him. He thanked his enemies. They 
wreathed their arms sweetly round each other, and tronble 
and danger seemed a world, an age, behind Ihem. They 
called each other husband and wife. Were they not solemnly 
betrothed? And had liiey not stoodbefore the altar together? 
Was not the blessing of Holy Chnrch apon their imion? — 
her corse on all who would part them? 

But as no woman*s nerves can bear with imponity so ter- 
ribleastrain, presently Margaret tumedfaint, and sank on 
Gerard's Shoulder, smiHng feebly , but quite , quite unstrung. 
Then Gerard was anxious, and would seek assistance. But 
she held him with a gentle grasp, and implored hiin not to 
leave her for a moment *' While I can lay my band ou you, 
Ifeel you are safe, not eise. Foolish Gerard t nothing ails 
me. I am weak, dearest, but happy, oh ! so happy." 

Then it was Gerard's turn to support that dear head , with 
its great waves of hair flowing loose over him, and nurse her, 
and soothe her, quivering onhis bosom, with soft encouraging 
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wordB and monnim'of lore, and gentle caresses. Sweetest 
of all her channs 10 a woman's weakaess to a manly heart. 

Poor things ! tbey were happy. To-morrow they mnst part. 
Bat that was notlüng to tbem now. They had seen Death^ 
and all other troubles seemed light as air. While there is lifo 
there is hope: while there is hope there is joy* Separation 
for a year or two, what was it to them, who were so young, 
and had caught a glunpse of the grave? The fdtare was 
bright, the present was Hearen : so passed the blissM honrs. 

Alasl their innocence ran other risks besides the prison 
and the graye: they were in most danger from their own 
hearts and their inezperience, now that Tisible danger thero 
was none. 

CHAPTEB XVIII. 

GsTSBBBGHT Yah Swbtsh coold not sleep all night for 
anxiety. He was afraid of thimder and lightning : or he wonld 
have made one of the party that searched Peter*B house. As 
Boon as the storm ceased altogether, he crept down stairs, 
saddled bis male, and rode tothe '^Three Kings" atSeven- 
bergen. There he foond bis men sleeping, some on the chairs, 
Bome on the tables, some on the floor. He roosed them 
fdrioosly, and heard the story of their unsaccessfäl search, 
interlarded with praises of their zeal. 

*^Fool! to let yoa go withoat me," eried the borgomaster. 
" My life on't he was tigere all the time. Looked ye ander the 
girl'sbed?" 

" No : there was no room for a man there. 

"How know ye that, if ye looked not?" snarled G-hys- 
brecht. "Te shoold have looked ander her bed and in it, 
too; and soonded all the panels with yonr knives. Come, 
now^ get ap, and I shall show ye how to search." 

Dierich Brower got ap, and shook himself : ^'If you find 
him, call me a horse and no man." 

In a few minates Peter's hoase was again sarroanded. 

The fiery old man left his male in the hands of Jorian 
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Ketel, and, with Dierich Brower and the others, aitered Ihe 
house. 

The house was emptj. 

Not a creature to be seen, not even Peter. They went np- 
stairs, and then suddenly one of the men gave ashout, and 
pomted thrqugh Peter's window, which was open. The 
others looked, and there, at some little distance, Walking 
quietly across the fields with Margaret and Martin, was the 
man they sought. Ghysbrecht, with an exolting yeli , des- 
cended the stairs, and flnng himself on bis male ; and he and 
bis men set off in bot pnrsoit. 



CHAPTEB XIX. 

Gbrabd, wamed by recent peril, rose before daybreak, and 
waked Martin. The old soldier was astonished. He thooght 
Gerard had escaped by the window last night Being con- 
sulted as to the best way for him to leave the country and 
elude porsuit, he said there was but one road safe. "1 mnst 
guido you through the great forest to a bridle-road I know of. 
This will take you speedily to a hosteliy, where they will lend 
you a swift horse: and then a day's gallop will take you 
out of Holland. But let us start ere the folk here quit their 
beds." 

Peter^s house was but a fiirlong and a half from the forest 
They started, Martin with bis bow and three arrows, for it was 
Thursday: Gerard with nothing but a stout oak staff Peter 
gave him for the joumey. 

Margaret pinned up her kirtle and farthingale, for the 
road was wet. Peter went as f ar as bis garden hedge with 
tbißm, and then, with more emotion than he often bestowed on 
passing eyents, gave the young man bis blessing. 

The sun was peeping above the horizon as they croased 
the stony field and made for the wood. They had crossed 
about half, when Margaret, who kept nervously looking back 
every now and then, uttered a cry, and, foUowing her instinct, 
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began to run towards the wood , screaming witb terror all the 
way. 

Ghysbrecht and his men were in bot pursuit. 

Besistance would bave been madness. Martm and Gerard 
followed Margaretes example. The pursuers gained sligbtly 
on them ; butMartin kept shouting, " Only win the wood 1 only 
win the wood!" 

They had too good a startfor the men on foot, and their 
hearts boondedwith hope atMartin'BwordB,for the great trees 
seemed now to stretch their branchea like ^endly arms to- 
wards them, and their Icaves like a screen. 

But an unforeseen danger attacked them. The fiery old 
borgomaster flung himself on his male, and, sporring him to a 
gallop, he headed not his own men only, but the fagitives. 
His object was to cut them off. The old man came gallop- 
ing in a semicirclc, and got on the edge of the wood, right 
in front of Gerard: the others mlght escape for anght he 
cared. 

Margaret shrieked and tried to protect Gerard by clasping 
him ; bat he shook her off withoat ceremony. 

Ghysbrecht in his ardoar forgot tiiat honted animaU tarn 
on the hanter; and Üiat two men can hate, and two can long to 
kill the thing they hate. 

Instead of attempting to dodge him, as tbe bargomatter 
made sore he woald, Grerard flew ri^t at him witfa a farage, 
exaltingcry, and strack at him witili all hifheart and fool and 
strengtfa. The oak staff came down on Ghysbrechf f £aee 
with a fri^tfiol craah, and laid him ander hif mnle'f tMl 
beating tfaedeviTs tattoo witii his heels,hif foceftreamiog, and 
his collar spxttered, with blood« 

The nezt moment, tfae three were in tiie wood« Tbeyell 
of dismay and Teogeanee that borst from Ghyfbrediff men at 
thattenibleblowwfaiehfelled their lead^y told tfae fogittres 
tiiat it was now a rmee for li£e or deatfa. 

*'Whyiiin?''enedGeranlpaatang. ^oahareyoarbow: 
and I have tfats:" and be shook his bloody stait 

<<Boy !"ioarcd Martin; '^tlieaAU4yws! FolUmwml*' vA 
The OmHer mmd ikg Betnk, L ^ 
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he fled into the wood. Soon they heard a cry like a packo^ 
hoondB opening on sight of the game. The men were in the 
wood, and saw them flitting amongst the trees. Margaret 
moaned and panted, as ehe ran; and Gkrard clenched hii 
teeth, and grasped his staff. The next mmute they came 
to a stiff hazel coppice. Martin dashed into it, and shooldered 
the young wood aside as if it were standing com. 

Ere they had gone fifty yards in it they came to fonr blind 
paths. 

Martin took one. '* Bend low/' said he : and, half-creeping, 
they glided along. Presently their path was again inter- 
sected with other little tortaous paths. They took one of 
them ; it seemed to lead back, but it soon took a tum, and after 
a white brought them to a thick pine grove where the Walking 
was good and hard: there were no paths here, and the 
young fir-trees were so thick you conld not see three yards be- 
fore your nose. 

When they had gone some way in this, Martin sat down, 
and having leamed in war to lose all impression of dangei 
with the danger itself, took a piece of bread and a slice of ham 
out of his wallet, and began quietly to eat bis breakfast. 

The young ones looked at him with dismay. He replied 
to their looks. 

"All Sevenbergen could not find you now; you will lose 
your purse , Gerard , long before you get to Italy ; is that the 
way to carry a purse?" 

Gerard looked, and there was a large triangulär purse, 
entangled by its chains to the buckle and strap of his wallet 

"This is none of mine," said he. "What is in it, 1 
wonder ? " and he tried to detach it : but in passing through the 
coppice it had become inextricably entangled in his strap and 
buckle. "It seems loth to leave me," said Gerard, and he 
had to cut it loose with his knife. The purse, on examination, 
proved to be well provided with silver coins of all sizes, but its 
bloated appearance was greaüy owing to a number of piecei 
of brown paper folded and doubled. A light burst on Gkrard, 
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''Whyitmnstbethatoldthiefs? aiidsee! stnffed with paper 
to deceiye the world!" 

The wonder was, how the burgomaster^s purse cam(e on 
Gerard. 

They hit at last upon the rigfat Solution. The pnrse must 
have been at Ghysbrecht's saddle-bow, and Gerard rushing 
at bis enemj, had anconscioasly tom it away, thus felling bis 
enemj and robbing bim, with a single gestore. 

Gerard was delighted at this feat, but Margaret was un- 
easy. 

'' Throw it away , Gerard, or let Martin take it back. AI ' 
readytheycalljouathief. I cannot bear it." 

"Throw it away? give it him back? not a stirer. Thi^ 
is spoil lawfolly won in battle from an enemy. Is it not, 
Martin?" 

< < Why, of course. Send him back the brown paper an you 
will ; bat the porse or the coin — that were a sin." 

" Oh, G^ard! " said Margaret, "you are going to a distant 
land. We need the good-will of Hearen. How can we hope 
for that, if we take what is not ours?" 

Bat Gerard saw it in a different light. 

"ItisHeayen that gives it me by a miracle, andlshall 
cherish it accordingly," said this pious youth! "Thus the 
favonred people spoiled the Egyptians, and were blessed." 

"Take yoor own way," said Margaret, hombly , "you are 
wiser than I am. Yoa are my hosband," addedshe, in a low 
murmoring voice ; " is it for me to gainsay yoa? " 

These htimble words £rom Margaret, who, tili that day, had 
held the whip band, rather sarprised Martin for the moment. 
They recorred to him some time aflierwards, and thenthey sar- 
prised him less. 

Gerard kissed her tenderly in retnm for her wife-like 
docility, and they parsaed their joomey hand-in-hand, Martin 
leading the way, into the depths of the hage forest. The 
farther they went the more absolately secore from porsoit 
they feit. Indeed , the townspeople never yentored so far as 
this into the trackless part of the forest. 

8» 
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Impetaoos natures repent qoickly. Ckrard was do 
sooner out of all danger, than his conscience began to prick 
him. 

*^ Martin, woold I liad not stmck quite so hard.** 

" Whom? Oh ! let that pass ; he is cheap senred.** 

*^ Martin, I saw his grey hain as my stick feil on him. 
doubt tiiey will not firom my sight this while.** 

Martin gninted with contempt. "Who spares a badger 
for hifl grey hairs? The grey er your enemy is, the older; 
and the older the craftier ; and the craftier the better for alitüe 
külmg." 

^'Killmg? Killing, Martin? speak not ofkilling!" And 
Gerard shook all over. 

** I am mach mistook if you have not,** said Martin , cheer- 
fully. 

" Now Heaven forbid I " 

* ^ The old vagabone*« skoll cracked like a wahmt Aha ! " 

'< Heaven and the saints forbid it ! " 

*< He roUed off his mnle like a stone shot outof a cart. Said 
I tomyself, ^there is one wiped out*** And the iron old soldier 
grinned mthlessly. 

Gerard feil on his knees, and began to pray for his enemy *8 
lifo. 

At this Martin lost his patience. '^Here's mmnmery. 
What, you that set up for leaming , know you not that a wise 
man never strikes his enemy but to kill him? And what is all 
this coil about killing of old men ? If it had been a yoong one 
now, with thejoysoflifewaiting for him, wine, women, and 
pillage ? But an old f ellow at the edge of the grave , why not 
shoyehimin? Go he must, to-day or to-morrow; and what 
better place for greybeards ? Now, if ever I shoold be so mis- 
chancy as to last so long as Ghysbrecht did, and have to go on 
a male*s legs instead of Martin Wittenhaagen*s, and a back 
like tiiis(striking the woodof his bow), instead of this (striking 
the string), 1*11 thank and bless any young f ellow, who will 
knock me on the head, as you have done that old shopkeeper ; 
malison on his memory,** 
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'*0h, culpa mea! culpa mea!" cried Gerard, and smote 
upon his breast. 

**Look there," said Martin to Margaret, scomfiilly , "äc ia 
a priest at heari still: and when he is not in ire , St. Paul, what 
a milk-sop ! " 

"Tush, Martin!" cried Margaret reproachfully: thenslie 
'wreathed her arms round Gerard, and comforted him with the 
double magic of a woman's sense and a woman*s voice. 

" Sweetheart! " murmured ehe, "you forget: you went not 
SL Step out of the way to härm hin, who hunted you to your 
death. You fled from him. He it was who spurred on you. 
Xhen did you strike ; but in self-defence and a single blow, 
and with that which was in your band. Malice had drawn 
knife , or Struck again and again. Ho w often have men been 
smitten with stayes not one but many blows, yet no lives lost I 
If then your enemy has fallen, it is through bis own malicej not 
yours, and by the will of God." 

*'Ble88 you, Margaret, bless you for thinking so! *' 
** Yes , but, beloved one ; if you have had the misfortuneio 
kiU that wicked man , the more need is there that you fly with 
haste £rom Holland. Oh ! let us on.** 

"Nay , Margaret,** said Gerard. "I fear not man*« ren- 
geance, thanks to Martin here, and this thick wood : only Him 
I fear whoee eye pierces the forest, and reads the heart of man« 
If I but Struck in self-defence, *tis well ; but if in hate, He may 
bid the avenger of blood followme toltaly; to Italy? ay , to 
earth's remotest bomids.'' 

'' Hush ! " said Martin , peerishly. ^ I can*t hear for your 
Chat." 

"Whatisit?" 

'^£>o yon hear nothing, Margaret? My ears are getünf 
old.*' ^ 

Margaret Hstened, and presentiyshe heard atonefdl soond^ 
like a Single stroke nponadeepriDgingbelL Shedescribed 
it so to Martin. 

''Nay, I heard it,"* said he. 
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it is again. How sweeüj it blende with the air. It is a long 
way off. It is before us ; is it not? ** 

"No, no! the echoes of this wood confoond the ear of a 
stranger. It comes £rom the pine grove.** 

" What the one we passed? *' 

"The one we passed." 

" Whj, Martin, is this anythmgf You look pale." 

" Wonderfdl I *' said Martin, with a sickly sneer. '^ He asb 
me is it onylA^f Come, on, on! atanyrate, letnsreacha 
better place than this.*' 

"A better place — for what?" 

" To stand at baj, Gerard," said Martin grarelj ; ^^ and die 
like soldiers, killing three for one." 

"What*sthatsound?" 

" It is the avenger of blood." 

^ * Oh, Martin, save him I Oh, Hearen be mercifol I What 
new mysterious peril is this?" 

" Girl, it*s ▲ bloodhouhd." 

CHAPTEB XX. 

The courage, like the talent, of common men, nins in a 
narrow groove. Take them but an inch out of that, and they 
are done. Martinas courage was perfect as f ar as it went. 
He had met and baffled many dangers in the course of bis 
rüde life; and these familiär dangers he could face with 
Spartan fortitude, almost with indifference : but he had never 
been hunted by a bloodhound; nor had he ever seen tiiat 
brute*s unerring instinct baffled by human cunning. Here 
then a sense of the supematural combined with novelty to 
imsteel his heart. After going a few steps he leaned on bis 
bow, and energy and hope oozed out of him. Gerard, to 
whom the danger appeared slight in proportion as it was 
distant , urged him to flight. 

"What ayails it?" said Martin, sadly; "if we get clear 
of the wood we shall die cheap; here, hard by, I know a 
place where we may die dear." 
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'^Alas! good Martin/* cried Gerard: ^'despair not so 
quickly : there must be some w&j to escape.'' 

"Oh, Martini" cried Margaret, "what if we weretopart 
Company? Gerard's life alone is forfeit. Is there no way to 
draiv the pursuit on us twain and let him go safe? " 

^' Girl , you know not the bloodhound's nature. He is not 
on this man's track or that; he is on the track of blood. My 
life on't they have taken hun to where Ghysbrechtfell, and 
from the dead man's blood to the man that shed it that cursed 
hound will lead them, though Gerard shoold run through an 
ariny, or swim the Meuse." And again he leaned upon his 
bow, and his head sank. 

The hound's mellow voice rang through the wood. 

A ci^y more tunable 
Was never halloed to , nor cheered with hom , 
In Crete, in Sparta, or in Thessaly. 

Strange that things beautifol shoiüd be terrible and 
- deadly. The eye of t£e boa-constrictor while fascinating its 
prey is lovely. No royal crown holds such a jewel; it is a 
ruby with the emerald's green light playing ever upon it. 
Yet the deer that sees it, loses all power of motion, and trem- 
bles, andawaitshis death; and evenso, to compare hearing 
with sight, this sweet and mellow sound seemed to fascinate 
Martin Wittenhaagen. Be stood uncertain , bewildered, and 
unnerved. Gerard was little better now. Martin*s last words 
bad daunted him. He had Struck an old man and shed his 
blood, and by means of that very blood, blopd's four-footed 
avenger was on his track. Was not the fingerof Heaven in 
this? 

Whilst the men were thus benumbed, the woman's brain 
was all activity. The man she loved was in danger. 

<<Lend me your knife," said she to Martin. He gave it 
her. 

^^But 'twill be little use in your hands," said he. 

Then Margaret did a sly thing. She stepped behind 
Gerard, and fiirtively drew the kmfe across her arm, and 
made it bleed freely: then stooping, smeared her hose and 
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Bhoes : and still as the blood trickled she smeared them ; bat 
so adroitlj that neither Gerard nor Martin saw. Then she 
seized the 8oldier*s arm. 

^<Come, bea man!*' she said, '^and let this end. Take 
US to some thick place, where numbers will not ayail cur 
foes." 

"I am going," said Martin solkilj. "Harry avails not: 
we cannot shan the hound, and the place ishardby;*' theo. 
tuming to the left, he led the way, as men go to execution. 

He soon broaght them to a thick hazel coppice, like the 
one that had favoored their escape in the moming. 

"There," said he, "this is bat a furlong broad, bat it 
will serve our tum." 

"Whatarewetodo?" 

"Get through this, and wait on the other side; then as 
they come straggling through, shoot three, knock two on 
the head, and the rest will kill us." 

"Is that all you can think of?" said Gerard. 

"That is all." 

"Then, Martin Wittenhaagen, Itake the lead; for you 
have lost your head. Come, can you obey so young a man as 
lam?" 

"Oh! yes, Martin," cried Margaret, "do not gainsay 
Gerard? He is wiser than his years." 

Martin yielded a sullen assent. 

"Do then as you see me do," said Gerard; and drawing 
his huge knife, he cut at every step a hazel shoot or two 
closeby the ground, and tuming round twisted them breast 
high behind him among the standing shoots. Martin did the 
same, but with a dogged hopeless air. When they had thus 
painfülly travelled through the grcater part of the coppice, 
the bloodhound's deep bay came nearer, and nearer, less and 
less musical, louder, and stemer. 

Margaret trembled. 

Martin went down on his stomach and listened. 

"Ihearahorse'sfeet." 

"No," said Gerard. "Idoubtitisamule's. Thatcursed 
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Ghjsbrecht is fitill alive: none other would foUow me up so 
bitterly." 

'^Never strike your enemy but to slay him," said Martin, 
gloomily. 

'^rU hit harder this tune, if Heaven gives me the chance/' 
said Gerard. 

At last they worked through the coppice, and there was 
an open wood. The trees were large, bat far apart, and no 
escape possible that way. 

And now with the hound's baj mingled a score of voices, 
hooping and hallooing. 

'^ The whole yillage is out after ns," said Martin. 

''I care not,'' said Gerard. ^^ Listen, Martin. I have 
made the track smooth to the dog, but rough to the men, 
that we may deal with them apart. Thus the hound will gain 
on the men, and as soon as he comes out of the coppice we 
must kill him," 

" The hound? There are more than one." 

"Ihearbutone." 

"Ay! but one speaks, the others run mute; but let the 
leading hound lose the scent, then another shall give tongue. 
There will be two dogs at least, or devils in dogs' hides." 

" Then we must kill two instead of one. The moment they 
are dead, into the coppice again, and go right back." 

"That is a good thought, Gerard!" said Martin, plucking 
up heart. 

<^Hush ! the men are in the wood." 

Gerard now gave his Orders in a whisper. 

" Stand you with your bow by the side of the coppice — 
there, in the ditch. I will go but a few yards to yon oak- 
tree, and hide behind it; the dogs will foUow me, and, as 
they come out, shoot as many as you can, the rest will I 
brain as they come round the tree." 

Martin's eye flashed. They took up their places. 

The hooping and hallooing came closer and closer, and 
soon even the rustling of the yoimg wood was heard, and 
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every now and then fhe nnerring bloodhonnd gaTe a siiigle 

bay. 

It was terriblel the branches rosüing nearer and nearer, 
and the inevitable stroggle ;for life and death Coming ob 
minute by minute, and tiiat death-knell leading it. A tr^n- 
bling band was laid on Gterard*8 Shoulder. It made bim 
Start yiolently, strung up as he was. 

<^ Martin says if we are forced to part Company, make for 
that high ash-ü^e we came in by.*' 

*'Yes! yesi yes! bat go back for Heaven's sake! don*t 
come here, all out in the open ! " 

ähe ran back towards Martin; but, ere she could get to 
him, suddenlyahugedogburstoutofthecoppice, andstood 
erect a moment. Margaret cowered with fear, but he nerer 
noticed her. Scent was to him what sight is to us. He 
lowered bis nose an instant, and the next moment, wilii an 
awful yell, sprang straight at Gerard's tree, and rolled head- 
over-heels dead as a stone, literally spitted by an arrow from 
the bow that twanged beside the coppice in Martin*s band. 
That same moment out came another hound and smelt bis 
dead comrade. Gerard rushed out athim; but ere he could 
use bis cudgel, a streak of white lightning seemed to strike 
the hound, and he grovelled in the dust, wounded de- 
sperately, but not killed, and howling piteously. 

Gerard had not time to despatch him: the coppice rostled 
too near: it seemed alive. Pointing wildly to Martin to go 
back, Gerard ran a few yards to the right, then crept cau- 
tiously into the thick coppice just as three men burst out 
These had headed their comrades considerably; tiie rest 
were following at yarious distances. Gerard crawled back 
almost on all-fours. Instinct taught Martin and Margaret to 
do the same upon their line of retreat Thus, witbin the 
distance of a few yards, the pursuers and pursued were pass- 
ing one another upon opposite tracks. 

A loud cry announced the discovery of the dead and the 
wounded hound. Then followed a babble of voices, still 
swelling as fresh pursuers reached the Spot. The hunters, as 
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usual on a surprise, were wasting time, and the hunted ones 
were making the most of it. 

"I hear no more hounds," whispered Martin to Margaret, 
and he was himself again. 

It was Margaretes tum to tremble and despair. 

"Oh! why did we part with Gerard? They willkiU my 
Gerard, and I not near him." 

"Nay, nayl the head to catch him is not on their 
Shoulders. You bade him meet us at the ash-tree ? '* 

"And so I did. Bless you, Martin, forthinking of that. 
To the ash-tree!" 

"Ay I but with less noise." 

They were now nearly at the edge of thecoppice, when 
Buddenly they heard hooping and hallooing behind them. 
The men had satisfied themselves the fugitives were in the 
coppice ; and were beating back. 

"No matter," whispered Martin to his trembling compa- 
nion. " We shall have time to win clear and slip out of sight 
by hard running. Ah ! " 

He stopped suddenly ; for just as he was going to burst out 
of the brushwood, his eye caught a figure keeping sentinel. 
It was Ghysbrecht Van Swieten seated on his mule ; a bloody 
bandage was across his nose , the bridge of which was broken ; 
but over this his eyes peered keenly, and it was piain by their 
expression he had heard the fiigitives rustle , and was looking 
out for them. Martin muttered a terrible oath , and cautiously 
Strang his bow, then with equal caution fitted his last arrow 
to the string. Margaret put her hands to her face, but said 
nothing. She saw this man must die or Gerard. After the 
first impulse she peered through her fingers,her heart panting 
to her throat. 

The bow was raised, and the deadly lurow steadily drawn 
to its head, when at that moment an activefigure leaped on 
Ghysbrecht from behind so swiftly, it was like a hawk swoop- 
ing on a pigeon. A kerchief went over the burgomaster , in a 
tum of the band his head was muffled in it, and he was 
whirled from his seat and feil heavily upon the ground , where 
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he lay groaning with terror; and Gkrard jomped down afier 
him. 

'<Hist, Martin! Martin!'' 

Martin and Margaret came out , the former open-mouthed, 
crying, "Nowfly! fly! while they areallinthethicket; we 
are sayed.'' 

At this crisis, when safety seemed at band, as fate would 
have it, Margaret, who had bome up so bravely tili now, 
began to succumb, partly from loss of blood. 

"Oh, my beloved! flyl" she gasped. "Leave me, fori 
am faint." 

"No! no!" cried Gerard. "Death together, or safefy. 
Ah! themule! mounther, you, and TU run by your side." 

In a moment Martin was on Ghysbrecht's male, and 
Gerard raised the fainting girl in bis arms and placed her on 
the saddle , and relieved Martin of bis bow. 

<* Help ! treason ! murder ! murder ! '' shrieked Gbysbrecht, 
suddenly rising on bis hams. 

"Silence, cnr," roared Gerard, and trode him down 
again by the throat as men crosh an adder. 

"Now, have you got her firm? Then fly! for our lives! 
forourlives!" 

But even as the mule, urged suddenly by Martin's heel, 
scattered the flints with bis bind hoofs ere he got into a canter, 
and eyen as Gerard withdrew bis foot from Ghysbrecbfs 
throat to run, Dierich Brower and bis ßye men, who had 
come back for Orders, and heard the burgomaster's cries, 
burst roaring out of the coppice on them. 

CHAPTER XXI. 

Speech is the familiär vent of human thoughts: but there 
are emotions so simple and overpowering, tbat they msh out 
not in words , but in eloquent sounds. At such moments man 
seems to lose bis characteristics, and to be merely one of the 
higher animals; fortbese, whengreatlyagitated, ejaculate, 
though they cannot speak. 
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There was something temble and troly animal, both in 
the roar of triumph with which the pursuers burst out of the 
thicket on our fagitivea, and the sharp cry of terror with 
which these latter darted awaj. The pursuers' hands clutched 
the empty air, scarce two feet behindthem, asthejfledfor 
life. Coi^iLsed for a moment, like lions that miss their spring, 
Dierich and his men let Gerard and the mule put ten yards 
beliween them. Then they flew after with upliffced weapons. 
They were sure of catching them; for this was not the first 
time the parties had measured speed. In the open ground 
they had gained visibly on the three this moming, and now, 
at last, it was a fair race again , to be settled by speed alone. 
A hundred yards were covered in no time. Yet still there 
remained these ten yards between the pursuers and the pur- 
sued. 

This increase of speed since the moming puzzled Dierich 
Brower. The reason was this. When three run in Company, 
the pace is that of the slowest of the three. From Peter*» 
house to the edge of the forest Gerard ran Margarefs pace; 
but now he ran his own; for the mule was fleet, and could 
have left; them all far behind. Moreover youth and chaste 
living began to teil. Daylight grew imperceptibly between 
the hunted ones and the hunters. Then Dierich made a 
desperate effort, and gained two yards; but in a few seconds 
Gerard had stolen them quietly back. The pursuers began 
to curse. 

Martin heard , and his face lighted up. ^' Courage, Gerard l 
courage, brave lad! they are straggling." 

It was so. Dierich was now headed by one of his men, and 
another dropped into the rear altogethei. 

They came to a rising ground , not sharp , but long ; and 
here youth, and grit, and sober living, told more than ever. 

Ere he reached the top , Dierich's forty years weighed him 
down like forty bullets. "Our cake is dough," he gasped. 
"Take him dead, if you can*t alive:" and he left running, 
and followed at a foot's pace. • Jorian Ketel tailed off next; 
and then another, and so, oneby one, Gerard ran them alt 
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to a standstill, exceptone who kcpt on stanch as a bloodhound, 
thongh losing groond everj minute. His name, if I am not 
mi staken, was Eric Wonrerman. Folio wed hy him, they 
came to a rise in the wood, shorter, bnt much steeper tiian 
the last. 

^^Handonmane!" cried Martin. 

Gkrard obeyed , and the mnle helped him np the hill faster 
even than he was ninning before. 

At the sight of this manoeuvre Dierich's man lost heart, 
and, being now füll eighty yards behind G^rard, and rather 
more than that in advance of hisnearest comrade, he pulled 
up Short, and, in obedience to Dierich's order, took down 
his cross-bow, Icvelled it deliberately, and jost as the trio 
were sinking out of sight over the crest of the hill, sent the 
holt whizzing among them. 

There was a cry of dismay; and, nezt moment, as if a 
thunderbolt had fallen on them , they were all Ijing on the 
ground, miüeandall. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

The effect was so sudden and magical, that the shooter 
himself was stupefied for an instant. Then he hailed his com- 
panions to join him in effecting the capture, and himself set 
off up the hill: but, ere he had got half way, up rose the 
figure of Martin Wittenhaagen witii a beut bow in his band. 
Eric Wouyerman no sooner saw him in this attitude, than he 
darted behind a tree , and made himself as small as possible. 
Martinas skill with that weapon was well known , and the slain 
dog was a kind reminder of it. 

Wouyerman peered round the bark cautiously; there was 
the arrow*s point still aimed at him. He saw it shine. He 
dared not move from his shelter. 

When he had been at peep-bo some minutes, his com- 
panions came up in great force. 
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Then, with a scomful laugh, Martin vanished, andpre- 
sentlj was heard to ride off on the mule. 

Ali the men ran up together. The high ground com- 
manded a view of a narrow bat ahnost interminable glade. 

They saw Gerard and Margaret running aiong at a prodi- 
giousdistance; theylookedlikegnats; and Martin galloping 
after them venire ä terre. 

The hunters were outwitted as well as outrun. A few 
words will explain Martinas conduct. We arrive at causes by 
noting coineidences; yet, now and then, coineidences are 
deceitful. As we have all seen a hare tumble over a briar just 
as the gun went off, and so raise expectations, then dash them 
to earth by scudding away untouched, so the burgomaster*s 
mule put her foot in a rabbit-hole at or about the time the 
cross-bow holt whizzed innocuous oyer her head : she feil and 
threw both her riders. Gerard caught Margaret, but was 
carried down by her weight and Impetus; and, behold, the 
soil was strewed with dramatis personse. 

The docile mule was up again directly, and stood trem- 
bling. Martin was next, and lookmg round saw there was 
but one in pursuit; on this he made the young lovers fly on 
foot, while he checked the enemy as I have recorded. 

He now galloped after his companions, and, when after 
a long race he caught them, he instantly put Gerard and Mar- 
garet on the mule , and ran by their side tili his breath f ailed, 
tiien took his tum to ride, and so in rotation. Thus the 
Tunner was always fresh, and, long ere they relaxed their 
speed, all sound and trace of them was hopelessly lost to 
Dierich and his men. These latter went crest-fallen back to 
look after their chief , and their winged bloodhound. 
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would I be a father to her. Go with a stout heart and Gixl be 
with thee going and Coming." And the rongh soldier wmng 
G«rard*8 band, and tomed bis bead away, with unwonted 
feeling. 

After a moment*8 silence , be was for going back to Mar- 
garet; but Gerard stopped bim. "No, good Martin: prithee, 
stay bere bebind tbis thicket, and tum joxa bead away fnm 
US, whilel— Ob, Martin! Martin!" 

By tbis means Gerard escaped a witness of bis angnisb at 
leaving her be loved, and Martin escaped apiteous sight 
He did not see the poor young tbings kneel and renew before 
Heaven tbose boly vows cruel men bad interrupted. He did 
not see tbem cling togetber like one, and tben try to part, 
and fail, and retum to one another, and cling again, like 
drowning, despairing, creatures. But be beard G^rard sob, 
andsob, and Margaret moan. 

At last there was a boarse cry, and feet pattered on the 
bard road. 

He started np , and there was Gerard running wildly, witb 
botb bands clasped above bis bead, in prayer, and Margaret 
tottering back towards bim witb palms eztended piteously, as 
ifforbeip, andasbycbeek, and eyes fixed on yacancy. 

He caugbt her in bis arms, and spoke words of comfortto 
her ; but her mind could not take tbem in ; only at the sound 
of bis Yoice sbe moaned and held bim tigbt, and trembled 
violently. 

He got her on the mule , and put bis arm round her, and 
so, supporting her frame, wbicb, from being stnmg like a 
bow, bad nowtumed all relaxedandpowerless, betookber 
slowly and sadly bome. 

Sbe did not sbed one tear, nor speak one word. 

At the edge of the wood he took her off the mule , and 
bade her go across to her father*s house. Sbe did as sbe 
was bid. 

Martin to Rotterdam. Sevenbergen was too bot for 
bim. 
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G«rard, severed from her he loved, went like one in h 
dream. He hired a horse and a guide at the litüe hostelry, 
and rode swiffcly towards the German firontier. But all was 
mechanical; his senses feit blunted; trees and houses and 
inen moved bj him like objects seen through a veil. His 
companion spoke to him twice, but he did not answer. Only 
once he cried ont savagely, ^'Shall we never be out of this 
hateful country ? " 

After many hours* riding they came to the brow of a steep 
hill; a small brook ran at the bottom. 

'^Halt!" cried the guide, and pointed across the valley. 
**Here is Germany." 

"Where?" 

'^ On t'other side of the boum, No need to ride down the 
hiU, Itrow." 

Gerard dismounted without a word, and took the burgo- 
master's purse from his girdle : while he opened it, ^' You will 
Boon be out of this hateful country/' said his guide, half 
sulkily; ^'mayhap the one you are going to will like you no 
better: any way, though it be a church you have robbed, 
they cannot take you, once across that boum.*' 

These words at another time would have eamed the 
Speaker an admonition, or a cuflF. They feil on Gerard now 
like idle air. He paid the lad in silence , and descended the 
hill alone. The brook was silvery: it ran murmuring over 
little pebbles, that glittered, yamished by the clear water: 
he sat down and looked stupidly at them. Then he drank of 
the brook: then he laved his hot feet and hands in it; it was 
yerycold: itwakedhim. He rose, and, takingarun, leaped 
across it into Germany. £yen as he touched Ihe stränge land 
he tnmed suddenly and looked back. 'Tarewell, ungrateful 
country ! " he cried. '< But for Tier it would cost me nought to 
leaye you for eyer, and all my kith and kin, and — the mother 
that bore me, and — my playmates, and my Uttle natiye town. 
Farewell , f atherland — welcome the wide world ! omne so— 
lum for— ti p — ^p— at— ri— a," And with these braye words 

9* 
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in bis mouth he drooped suddenly with arms and lege aU 
weak, and sat down and sobbed bitterlj npon ihe fynaga 

BOil. 

When the young exile had sat a while bowed down, lie 
rose and dashed the tears from his eyes like a man ; and, not 
Casting a Single glance more behind bim to weaken bis beart» 
stepped out into the wide world. 

His love and heavy sonrow left no room in bim for ynlgar 
misgiyings. Compared with rending himself from Margaret, 
it seemed a small thing to go on foot to Italy in that rade 
age. 

All nations meet in a convent; so, thanks to bis good 
firiendsthemonks, andbisownthirstofknowledge, be^mld 
speak most of the langoages needed on that long road. He 
Said to himself, '<I m\l soon be at Bome: the sooner the 
better, now." 

After Walking a good league, he came to a place wheie 
four ways met. Being coontry roads and serpentiiie , tiiej 
had pozzled many an inezperienced neighboor passing fron 
village to village. Qerard took out a Httle dial Peter had 
given him , and set it in the autumn smi , and by tbis compass 
steered unhesitatingly for Bome; inexperienced as a yoang 
Bwallow flying south, but, unlike the swallow, wanderisg 
south alone. 



CHAPTEB XXIV. 

Not far on tbis road he came upon a little groap. Two 
men in sober suits stood leaning lazily on each side of a bOTse, 
talking to one another. The rider, in a silk doablet and 
bright green jerkin and hose, both of English cloth, gloesj 
as a moie, lay flat on his stomach in the aftemoon sun, and 
looked an enozmous lizard. His velvet cloak (flamin^ yellow) 
was carefully spread over the horse's loins. 

"Isaughtamiss?" inquired Gerard. 

*'Not that I wot of," replied one of the servants. 
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'^But yoor master, he lies like a corpse. Are je not 
ashamed to let him grovel on the groiind? " 

'^ Go to, the bare ground is tiie best eure for his disorder. 
If you get sober in bed it gives you a headache; but you 
leap up from the hard ground like a lark in spring; eh, 
ülric?" 

^'Hespeakssooth, youngman," saidUlric, warmly. 

^'What, isthegentiemandrunk?" 

THe servants burst into a hoarse laugh at the simplicity 
of G-erard's question. But suddenly Ulric stopped, and 
eyeing him all over, said very gravely, "Who are you, 
and where bom, that know not the count is ever drunk 
at this hour?" and Gerard found himself a suspected 
character. 

*'I am a stranger," said he, "but a true man, and one 
that loves knowledge: therefore asklquestions, and not for 
loveofprying." 

"Ifyoubea true man," said Ulric, shrewdly, "then give 
US trinkgeld for the knowledge we have given you." 

Gerard looked blank. But, putting a good face on it, 
said, "Trinkgeld you shall have, such as my leanpurse can 
spare , an if you will teil me why ye have ta'en his cloak from 
the man, and laid it on the beast." 

Under the inspiring influence of Coming trinkgeld two 
Solutions were instantly o£fered Gerard at once : the one was, 
that, should the count come to himself (which, being a 
seasoned toper, he was apt to do all in aminute), and find 
his horse standing sweating in the cold, while a cloak lay 
idle athand, he would fall to cursing, and peradventure to 
laying on; the other, morepretentious, was, that a horse is 
a poor milksop, which, drinking nothing but water, has to 
be cockered up and warmed outside; but a master, being a 
creature ever filled with good beer, has a störe of inward 
heat that warms him to the skin, and renders a cloak a mere 
shred of idle vanity. 

£ach of the Speakers feil in love with his theory, and, 
to teil the truth, both had taken a hair or two of Ü&e dog 
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that had bitten their master to the brain: so their voices 
presently rose so high that the green sot began to giowl 
instead of snoring; in their heat they did not notice this. 

£re long the argoment took a tum that sooner or later was 
pretty sore to enlivcn a discussion in that age. Hans, holding 
the bridle with his right hand, gave Ubric a soond cnff with 
bis leffc; Ubric retumed it with interest, his right band being 
free, and at it thej went ding dong orer the horse's mane, 
pommelling one another , and jagging the poor beast, tili he 
ran backward and trode with iron heel upon a promontory of 
the green lord; he, like the toad stongby Ithuriers spear, 
Started up howling, with one band clapped to the smart and 
the other tagging at his bilt. The servants, Amazed with 
terror, let thehorsego; hegallopedoffwhinnying, the men 
in pursuit of bim crying out with fear, and the green noble 
after them volleying corses, his naked sword in his band, 
and his body rebounding from hedge to hedge in his beadlong 
bat zigzag career down the narrow lane. 

<*In which hurtling" Gerard tamed his back on thexn all, 
and went calmly soath, glad to have saved the four tin 
farthings he had got ready for trinkgeld, bat far too heavy 
hearted even to sxnile at their dranken eztravagance. 



The son was nearly setting, and Gerard, who had now 
for some time been hoping in vain to find an inn by the way, 
was yery ill at ease. To make matters worse, black clouds 
gathered over the sky. 

G^rard qaickened his pace almost to a ran. 

It was in vain : down came the rain in torrents, drencbed 
the be wildered traveller, and seemed to extingaish theyeiy 
san; for his rays already fading coald not cope with this new 
assailant. Gerard trudged on, dark, and wet, and in an 
imknown region. '^Fooll to leave Margaret,** saidhe. 

Presently the darkness thickened. 

He was entering a great wood. Huge branches shot across 
the narrow road, and the benighted stranger groped bis 
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way in what seemed an interminable and inkj cave with 
& rugged floor, on which he stumbled and stumbled as he 
went. 

On, and on, and on, with shivering limbs, and empty 
stomach, and faintdng heart, tili the wolves rose from their 
lairs and bayed all round the wood. 

His hair bristled; but he grasped his cudgel, and pre- 
pared to seil his life dear. 

There was no wind; and his excited ear heard light feet 
patter at times over the newly fallen leaves, and low branches 
mstle with creatores gliding swiftlj past them. 

Presently in the sea of ink there was a great fiery star 
close to the groond. He hailed it as he wonld his patron saint. 
^^Candle! a candle!" he shouted, and tried to nin; but the 
dark and rugged way soon stopped that. The Hght was more 
distant than he had thought; but at last in the very heart of 
the forest he found a house with lighted candles and loud 
▼oiees inside it. He looked up to see if there was a sign- 
board. There was none. "Not an inn, after all," saidhe, 
sadly. "No matter; what Christian would tum a dog out 
into this wood to-night?'* and with this he made for the door 
that led to the voices. He opened it slowly, and put his 
head in timidly. He drew it out abruptly, as if slapped in the 
face, and recoiled into the rain and darkness. 

He had peeped into a large but low room , the middle of 
which was filled by a huge round stove or clay Oven that 
reached to the ceilmg; round this wet clothes were drying, 
8ome on lines, and some more compendiously on rustics: 
these latter habiliments, impregnated with the wet of the 
day , but the dirt of a life , and lined with what another foot 
trayeller in these parts calls "rammish clowns,*' evolved rank 
vapours and Compound odours inezpressible, in steaming 
clouds. 

In one comer was a travelling family, a large one: thence 
flowed into the common stock the peculiar sickly smeU of 
neglected brats. Garlic filled up the interstices of the air. 
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And all this with dosed window, and intense heat of liie 
central fomace, and the breath of at least forty petsons. 

They had just supped. 

New Gerard, likemostarÜBts, had sensitive organsy and 
the potent effluvia strack dismay into him. Bnt tiie rain 
lashed him outside, and the light and the fire tempted 
him in. 

He could not force his way all at once throogh the 
palpable perfdmes; but he retumed to the light again and 
again like the singed moth. At last he discovered that the 
various smells did not entirely mix, no fiend being there 
to stir them round. Odour of family predominated in two 
comers, stewed rostic reigned supreme in the centre, and 
garlic in the noisy group by the window. He fonnd too, 
by hasty analysis, that of these the garlic described the 
smallest atrial orbit, and the scent of reeking rostic darted 
farthest; a flavour, as if ancient goats, or the fathers of all 
foxes, had been drawn through a river, andwere here dried 
by Nebuchadnezzar. 

So Gerard crept into a comer close to the door. But 
though the solidity of the main fetors isolated them some- 
what, the heat and reeking vaponrs circulated and made the 
walls ddp: and the home-nurtured novice fonnd something 
like a cold snake wind about his legs, and his head tarn to a 
great Imnp of lead; and next he feit like choking, sweetly 
slumbering, anddying, allinone. 

He was within an ace of swooning, but recovered to a 
deep sense of disgust and discouragement, and settled.to go 
back to Holland at peep of day: this resolution formed, he 
plucked up a Httle heart, and, being faint with hunger, 
asked one of the men of garlic whether this was not an inn 
afterall? 

"Whence come you who know not *The Star of the 
Forest?'" wasthereply. 

"I am a stranger; and in my country inns have aye a 
sign." 
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"DroU country yours! What need of a sign to a public- 
house, a place that every soul knows? " 

Gerard was too tired and f aint for the labour of argument : 
so he tomed the conversation, and asked where he could find 
the landlord. 

At this fresh display of ignorance the native's contempt 
rose too high for words; he pointed to a middle-aged woman 
seated on the other side of the oven, and, tuming to his mates, 
let them know what an outlandish animal was in the room. 
Thereat the loud yoiees stopped one by one, as the informa- 
tion penetrated the mass, and each eye tomed as on a pivot, 
following Gerard , and his every movement, silently and zoo- 
logically. 

The landlady sat on a chair an inch or two higher than the 
rast, between two bundles. From the first, a huge heapof 
feathers and wings, she was taking the downyplmnes, and 
pulling the oÜiers from the quills, and so filling bündle two ; 
Uttering the floor ankle deep , and contributing to the general 
stock a Btaffy little malaria, which might have played a 
distingoished part in a sweet room , but went for nothing here. 
Gerard asked her if he could have something to eat. 

She opened her eyes with astonishment. " Supper is over 
this hour and more." 

^*But I had none of it, good dame." 
"Is that my fault? You were welcome to your share for 
me. 

" But I was benighted, and a stranger, and belated sore 
againjBt my wiD." 

"What have I to do with that? All the world knows * the 
Star of the Forest* sups from six tili eight. Come before siz, 
ye sup well; come before eight, ye sup as pleasesHeaven; 
come after eight, ye get a clean bed , and a stirrup cup , or a 
hom of kine*s milk at the dawning." 

Gerard looked blank. "Mayl go to bed then, dame?" 
Said he sulkily, "for it is ill sitting up wet and fasting, and the 
byword saith *he sups who sleeps.*" 
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" The beds are not come yet ," replied the landlady : " yoa 
will sleep when the rest do. Inns are not boilt for otieJ"* 

It was Gkrard*8 tum to be astonished. *^The beds were 
not come: whatinHeaven'snamedidshemean?** Bat he was 
afraid to ask, for every word he had spoken hitherto had 
amazed the assemblj; and zoological eyes were upon him — 
he feit them. He leaned against Üie waU and sighed audiblj. 

At this fresh zoological trait a titter went round the watch- 
fal Company. 

" So this is Germany ,*' thought Gerard , " and G^rmany is 
a great comitry by Holland. Small nations for me." 

He consoled himself by reflecting it was to be bis last, ss 
well as bis first, night in the iand. His reverie was intemipted 
by an elbow driven into his ribs. He tomed sharp on his 
assailant , who pointed across the room. Gerard looked, and 
a woman in the comer was beckoning him. He went towards 
her gingerly, being surprised and irresolute, so that to a spec- 
tator her beckoning finger seemed to be pulling him across 
the floor with a gut line. When he had got np to her , '< hold 
the child/* said she in a fine hearty voice, and in a moment she 
plumped the baim into Gerard's arms. 

He stood transfixed, jelly of lead in his hands, and sndden 
horror in his elongated countenance. 

At this ruefuUy expressive face the lynx-eyed conclave 
laughed loud and long. 

"Never heed them," said the woman cheerfuUy: "they 
know no better; how should they, bred an* bom in a wood?" 
She was rummaging among her clothes with the two penetrat- 
ing hands, one of which Gerard had set free. Presently she 
fished out a small tin plate and a dried pudding, and resuming 
her child with one arm, held them forth to Gerard with the 
other, keeping a thumb on the pudding to prevent it from 
slipping off. 

"Put it in the stove ," said she , "you are too young to He 
down fasting." 

Gerard thanked her warmly : but on his way to the stove 
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his eye feil on the landlady. "Jlfay I, dame?" said he be- 
seeclimgly. 

"Whynot?" saidshe. 

The question was evidently another sorprise , thongh less 
staxtling than its predecessors. 

Coming to the stove, Gerard found the oven door ob- 
structedby "the rammish Clowns." They did not budge. He 
hesitated a moment: the landlady saw, calmly put down her 
work, and Coming up pulled a hircine man or two hither, and 
pusbed a hircine man or two thither , with the impassive coun- 
tenance of a housewife moving her fumiture. "Tum about 
is fair play," she said. "Ye haye been dry this ten mlnutes 
and better." 

Her experienced eye was not deceived ; Gorgonii had done 
8tewing,and begun baking. Debarred the stove they trundled 
home all but one, who stood like a table where the landlady 
had moved him lo like a table, and Gerard baked his pudding, 
and, getting to the stove, burst into steam. 



The door opened, and in flew a bündle of straw. 

It was hurled by a bind with a pitchfork; another and 
another came flying after it tili the room was like a clean farm 
yard. These were then dispersed round the stove in layers 
like the seats in an arena, and in a moment the Company was 
all on its back. 

The beds had come. 

Gerard took out his pudding and found itdelicious. While 
he was relishing it, the woman who had given it him , and who 
was now abed , beckoned him again. He went to her bündle 
side. "She is waiting for you," whispered the woman. 
Gerard retumed to the stove, and gobbled the rest of his 
sausage , casting imeasy glances at the landlady seated silent 
as fate amid the prostrate multitude. The food bolted, he 
went to her and said , " Thank you kindly , dame , for waiting 
for me." 

" You are welcome," said she calmly, making neither much 
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nor little of the f avoor ; and with that began to gather np tiie 
feathers: bat Gerard stopped her. ^'Nay, that is my task;" 
and he went down on hls knees and collected them witii 
ardoor. She watched him demorely. 

"I wot not whence ye come," said she with a relic of du- 
trnst, adding more cordially, ^*bat ye have be^i well brooglit 
up ; y* haye had a good mother, TU go bail." 

At the door ehe committed the whole Company to Heaven 
in a formula, and diaappeared. Gkrard to hls straw In the 
very comer, for the guests lay round the sacred stoye by 
seniority, t. e. priority of arrival. 

This ptmishment was a boon to Gerard, for thas he laj 
on the shore of odour and stifling heat, instead of in mid 
ocean. 

He was just dropping ofiP, wh^i he was awaked by a noise, 
and lo ! there was tiie bind remorselessly shaking and wakiBg 
guest after gnest to ask him whether it was he whD had picked 
up the mistress's feathers. 

" It was I," cried Gerard. 

^^ Oh, it was you was it? " said the other, and came stridmg 
rapidly over the intermediate sleepers. ''She bade me saj, 
'one good tum deserves another/ and so here's yonr night- 
cap," and he thrust a great oaken mug under Gerard's nose. 

''Ithank her and bless her, here goes — ugh!" and bis 
gratitude ended in a wry face, for the beer was muddy, and 
had a stränge medicinal twang new to the Hollander. 

'' Trinke aus ! " shouted the bind reproachfully. 

<'£now is as good as a feast," said the youth, JesuiticaUy. 

The bind cast a look of pity on this stranger who left 
liquor in bis mug. "Ich brings euch," said he and drained it 
to the bottom. 

And now Gerard tumed bis face to the wall and polled up 
two handfuls of the nice clean-straw, and bored in tiiem witii 
bis finger , and so made a scabbard, and sheathed bis nose in 
it. Andsoontheywereallasleep: men, maids, wiyes, and 
children, all lying higgledy-piggledy , and snoring in a dozen 
keys like an orchestra slowly tuning; and Gerard*s body lay 
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on straw in Germany, and his spirit was away to Seyen- 
bergen. 



When he woke in the moming he found nearly all his 
' fellow-passengers gone. One or two were waiting for dinner, 
nine o'clock: it was now six. He paid the landlady her 
demand, two pfenning, or about an English halfpenny, and he 
of the pitchfork demanded trinkgeld, and getting a trifle more 
than usual, and seeing Gerard eye a foaming milk-pail he had 
just bronght from the cow, hoisted it up bodily to his Ups. 
"Drink your fiU, man," said he, and on Gerard oflferingto 
pay for Ihe delicious draught, told him in broadpatois, that a 
man might swallow a skmfdl of milk, or a breakfast of air, 
without putting band to pouch. At the door Gkrard found his 
benefactress of last night, and a huge-chested artisan, her 
husband. 

Gerard thanked her, and in the spirit of the age ofiPered her 
a creutzer for her pudding. 

But she repulsed his band quietly. "For what do you 
takeme?" said she, colouringfaintly; "wearetraveilersand 
strangers the same as you, and bonnd to feel for those in like 
plight" 

Then Gerard blushed in his tum and stammered ezcuses. 

The hulking husband grinned superior to them both. 

"Give the yixen a kiss for her pudding, and cry quits," 
said he with an air impartial, judge-like and Jove-like. 

G^rard obeyed the lofly bebest, and kissed the wife's 
cheek. " A blessing go with you both, good people," said he. 

"And God speed you, young man!" replied the honest 
couple; and with that they parted; and never met again in 
this World. 

The sun had just risen: the rain-drops on the leaves 
glittered like diamonds. Theairwasfreshandbracing, and 
Grerard steered south, and did not eren remember his resolve 
ofover night. 

Eight leagues he walked that day , and in the aftemoon 
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came npon a hnge bnilding with an enormons arched gafceway 
and a postem hj its aide. 

"Amonastery!" criedhe joTfully; ^'Igonofartherlestl 
fare worse." He applied at the pOBtem, and, on stating 
whence he came and whither bound, wasinstanüy admitted 
and directed to the gnest Chamber, a large and lofty room, 
where travellen where fed and lodged gratis by the eharily of 
the monastic Orders. Soon the bell tinkledforyespers, and 
Gerard entered the church of the convent, and from his place 
heard a service sang so exquisitely, it seemed the choir of 
heaven. Bnt one thing was wanting , Margaret was not there 
to hear it with him, and this made him sigh bitterly in mid 
raptnre. At sapper, piain bnt wholesome and abondant food, 
and good beer, brewed in the conyent, were set before him and 
his fellows, and at an early hoor they were ushered into a 
large dormitory, and, the number being moderate, had each 
a tmckle bed, and for covering sheepskins dressed with the 
fleece on : bnt prevlously to this a monk, strack by his youth 
and beanty, questioned him, and soon drew ont his projects 
and his heart. When he was foundtobe convent bred, and 
going alone to Bome, he became a personage, and in the 
moming they showed him over the convent and made him 
stay and dine in the refectory. They also pricked him a route 
on a slip of parchment, and the prior gave him a süver goilden 
to help him on the road, and advised him to join Üie first 
honest Company he shoold fall in with, *'and not face alone the 
manifold perils of the way." 

"Perus?" Said Gerard to himself. 

That evening he came to a small straggling town where 
was one inn. It had no sign ; bat being now better versed in 
the cnstoms of the coontry he detected it at once by the coats 
of arms on its walls. These belonged to the distingoished 
visitors who had slept in it at different epochs since its foon- 
dation, and left these costomary tokens of their patronage. 
At present it looked more like a mausoleum than a hotel. 
Nothing moved nor sounded either in it , or about it Grerard 
hammered on the great oak door: no answer. He hallooed; 
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HO reply. After a while he hallooed louder, and at last a little 
round window, or rather hole in the wall, opened, a man's 
head protraded cautionsly, like a tortoise's from its sheli, and 
ejed Gerard stolidly, bat never uttered a syllable. 

'' Is thifl an inn? " asked Gerard with a covert sneer. 

The head seemed to fall into a brown study; eyentually it 
nodded, bat lazily. 

'* Can I have entertainment here? " 

Again the head pondered and ended by nodding, bat 
sullenly, and seemed a skull oyerburdened with catch-penny 
interrogatories. 

'' How am I to get within, an't please you? " 

At this the head popped in , as if the last qaestion had shot 
it; and a band popped out, pointed round the comer of the 
building, and slanüned the window. 

Gerard followed the indication, and after some research 
discovered that the fortification had one yulnerable part, a 
small low door on its flank. As for the main entrance, that 
was used to keep out thieves and customers, except once or 
twice in ayear, when they entered together, «. e, when some 
duke or count arriyed in pomp wiüi bis train of gaudy 
ruffians. 

G^rard, having penetrated the outer fort, soon found bis 
way to the stove (as the public room was called from the 
principal artiele in it) , and sat down near the oven, in which 
were only a few live embers that diffused a mild and grateful 
heat. 

After waiting patiently a long time, he asked a grim old 
fellow with a long white beard , who stalked solemnly in , and 
tumed the hour-glass and then was stalking out — when 
supper would be. The grisly Ganymede counted the guests 
on his fingers — "When I see thrice as many here as now." 
Gerard groaned. 

The grisly tyrant resented the rebellious sound. "Inns 
are not built for one ," said he ; " if you can*t wait for the rest, 
look out for another lodging." 

Grerard sighed. 



144 THB OLOISTBB 

At this tho grejbeard frowned. 

After a while Company trickled steadily in , tili füll eighty 
persona of yarioas couditions were congregated, and to onr 
novice the jAace became a Chamber of horrors; for here the 
mothers got together and compared ringworms, and the man 
Bcraped Üie mud off their shoes with their knives , and left it 
on tiie floor, and combed their long hair out, inmates in- 
cluded, and made their tollet, consisting generallj of a dry 
rub. Water, however, was brought in ewers. Gcrard 
pounced on one of these, bat at sight of the liquid contents 
lost his temper and said to the waiter , <^ Wash you finst your 
water, and tiien a man may wash his hands withal.** 

^* An it likes you not , seek another inn ! ** 

Grerard said nothing, bat went quietly and courteoosly 
besought an old traveUer to teil him how far it was to the 
nextinn. 

'^ About four leagues.*' 

Then Grerard appreciated the grim pleasantry of th* on- 
bending sire. 

That worthy now retomed with an armful of wood, and, 
counting the travellers, put on a log for every six, by which 
act of raw justice the hotter the room the more heat he added. 
Poor Greriurd noticed this little flaw in the ancient man's logic, 
but carefully suppressed every symptom of intelligence, lest 
his feet should have to carry his brains four leagues farther 
that night 

When Perspiration and suffocation were far advanced, 
they brought in the table-doths; but oh, sobrown, sodirty, 
and so coarse: they seemed like sacks that had been wom out 
in agriculture and come down to this, or like shreds from 
the mainsail of some wom-out ship. The Hollander, who 
had never seen such linen even in nightmare, uttered a 
f aint cry. 

"What is to do?" inquired a traveUer. Grerard pointed 
ruefully to the dirty sackcloth. The other looked at it with 
lack-lustre eye, and comprehended nought. 

A Burgundian soldier with his arbsüest at his back came 
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peeping over G-erard^s slioiilder , and , seeing what was amiss, 
lau^ed so loud that the room rang again, then slapped him 
on the back and cried, " Courage I le diable est mort." 

Gerard stared: he doubted alike the good tidings and 
their relevancy : but the tones were so hearty and the arbales- 
trier's face , notwithstanding a formidable beard , was so gay 
and genial , that he smiled , and after a pause said drily, <^ II a 
bien fait: avec Teau et linge dupajson allait le noircir k ne 
se reconnaitre plus." 

"Tiens, tiens!" cried the soldier, "v*lk qui parle le 
Fran^ais, peu s'e^ faut," and he seated himself by Gerard, 
and in a moment was talking volubly of war, women, and 
pillage,interlarding his discourse with curious oaths, at which 
Gerard drew away from him more or less. 

Presently in came the grisly servant, and counted them «dl 
on his fingers superciliously, like Abraham telling sheep, 
then went out again and retumed with a deal trencher and 
deal spoon to each. 

Then there was an interval. Then he broughtthem a 
long mug apiece made of glass , and frowned. By and by he 
stalked gloomily in with a hunch of bread apiece, and ezit 
with an injured air. Ezpectation thus raised, the guests sat 
for nearly an hour balancing the wooden spoons, and with 
tbeir own knives whittling the bread. Eventually, when 
hope was extinct, patience wom out, and hunger exhausted, 
a huge vessel was brought in with pomp, the lid was removed, 
a eloud of steam roUed forth, and behold some thin brotb 
-with Square pi^ces of bread floating. This, though not 
agreeable to the mind , served to distend the body. SHces of 
Strasbourg ham followed, and pieces of salt fish, both so 
liighly salted that Gerard could hardly swallow a mouthful. 
Then came a kind of gruel, and , when the repast had lasted 
aji hour and mOre, some hashedmeathighly peppered: and 
the French and Dutch being now füll to the brim with the 
&bove dainties, and the draughts of beer the salt and spiced 
meats had provoked, in came roasted kids, most ezcellent, 
The Cloitter and the Hearlh. 1. 10 
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and carp and trout fresh from the stroam. Gkrard made aa 
efibrt and looked angrily at them, but "could no more" » 
the poets say. The Burgundian swore by the liver and pike- 
staff of the good centurion, the natives had ontwitted faim. 
Thentumingto Gerard, hesaid, "Courage, Tami, lediaUe 
est mort," as londly as before, bat not with the same tone of 
conviction. The canny natives had kept an internal comer 
for contingencies, and polished the kids* yery bones. 

The feast ended with a dish of raw animalcola in a wicker 
cage. A cheese had been surrounded with little twigs and 
strings; then a hole made in it and a little sour wine ponred 
in. This speedüy bred a small but numerous yermin. When 
the cheese was so rotten with them that only the twigs and 
string kept it from tumbling to pieces and Walking off 
qua(kiYious , it came to table. By a malicious caprice of fate 
cage and menagerie were put down right under the Dutdi- 
man's organ of self-torture. He recoiled with a loud ejacula- 
tion, and hung to the bench by the calves of bis legs. • 

"What is the matter?" said a traveller disdainfully. 
" Does the good cbeese scare ye? Then put it hither , in tbe 
name of all tiie saints ! " 

"Cheese!" cried Gerard, "I see none. These naoseons 
reptiles have made away with every bit of it." 

" Well," replied another , " it is not gone far. By eating 
of the mites we eat the cheese to boot." 

"Nay, not so," said Gerard. "These reptiles aremade 
like US , and digest their food and tum it to foul flesb even as 
we do ours to sweet: as well might you think to chew grass 
by eating of grass-fed beeves , as to eat cheese by swallowing 
these uncleanly insects." 

G^rard raised bis Yoice in uttering this , and the Company 
received the paradox in dead silence, and with a distrostfal 
air, like any other stranger, during which the Burgundian, 
who understood German but imperfectly , made Gerard Gal- 
licise the discussion. He patted his int^rpreter on the back. 
"C'est bien, mon gars: plus fin que toin'estpasbSte/' and 
administered his formula of encouragement; and G-erard 
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edged away from him; for next to ugly sights and ill odours 
ihe poor wretch disliked profaneness. 

Meantime, though shaken in argument, the raw reptiles 
were ävlj eaten and relishedby the Company, andservedto 
prOYOke thirst, a prmcipal aim of all the solide in that part of 
Germany. So now the Company drank "garaussea" all 
round, and their tongues were unloosed, and oh the Babel! 
But above the fierce clamour rose at intervals, like some 
hero*s war-cry in battle , the trumpet-like voice of the Bur- 
gundian soldier shouting lnstily "Courage, camarades, le 
diableestmort!" 

Entered grisly Ganymede holding in his band a wooden 
dish with circles and semicircles marked on it in chalk. He 
put it down on the table and stood silent , sad , and sombre , as 
Charon by Styx waiting for hiß boat-load of souls. Then 
Pouches and purses were rummaged, and each threw a coin 
into the dish. Gerard timidly observed tbat he had drunk 
next to no beer, and inquired how much less he was to pay 
than the others. 

"What mean you?" said Ganymede roughly. "Whose 
fault is it you have not drunken? Are all to suflter because 
one chooses to be a milksop? You will pay no more than the 
rest and no less." 

Gerard was abashed. 

"Courage, petit, le diable est mort," hiccoughed the 
soldier, and flung Ganymede a coin. 

"You are as bad as he is," said the old man peevishly, 
" you are paying too much ; " and the tyraimical old Aristides 
retumed him some coin out of the trencher with a most re- 
proachfnl countenance. And now the man, whom G^rard 
Lad confuted an honr and a half ago, awoke from a brown 
study, inwhiehhehadbeeneyersince, and came to him and 
said, " Yes: but the honey is none Üie worse for passing 
through the bees' bellies." 

Gerard stared. The answer had been so long on the road 
he hadn't an idea what it was an answer to. Seeing him 

10* 
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dumbfoundered, the other concluded him confated, and with- 
drew calmed. 

The bedrooms were upstair dongeons with not a scrap of 
fumiture except the bed, and a male servant setüed inex- 
orably who should sleep'with whom. Neither monej nor 
prayers would get a man a bed to himBeif here: customfor- 
bade it stemly. Ton might as well have asked to monopolize 
a see-saw. They assigned to Grerard a^man with a great 
black beard. He was an honest fellow enough; but not per- 
fect; he would not go to bed, and wotdd sit on the edge of it 
telling the wretched Gerard by force, and at length, the 
eyents of the day , and altemately laughing and crying at the 
same circumstances, which were not in the smallest degree 
pathetie orhumorous, but only dead trivial. At last Grerard 
put his fingers.in bis ears , and lying down in bis clothes , fbr 
the Sheets were too dirty for lum to undress, contrived to 
sleep. But in an hour or two he awoke cold , and found that 
his drunken companion had got all the feather bed; so mighty 
is instinct They lay between two beds ; the lower one hard 
and made of straw, the upper soft and filled with featiiers 
light as down. Gkrard pulled at it, but the experienced 
drunkard held it fast mechanically. Grerard tried to twitch 
it away by surprise ; but instinct was too many for him. On 
this he got out of bed , and , kneeling down on his bed-fellow's 
unguarded side, easily whipped tihe pnze away and rolled 
with it under the bed, and there lay on one edge of it, and 
curled the rest round his Shoulders. Before he slept he often 
heard something grumbling and growling above him, which 
was some little satisfaction. Thus Instinct was outwitted, 
and yictorious Beason lay chuckling on feathers, and not 
quite choked with dust. 

At peep of day Gerard rose, flung the feather bed npon 
his snoring companion, and went in search of milk and air. 

A cheerful voice hailed him in French: ^^What ho! you 
are up with the sun , comrade.** 

^^He rises betimes that lies in a dog*s lair,'' answered 
Gerard, crossly. 



AKD THE HEAKTH. 149 

'^ Courage, Tami! le diable est mort/* was the instant 
reply. The soldier then told him bis name wasDenys, and 
he was passing from Flushing inZealand to the duke*sFrench 
dominions; a change the more agreeable to him, asheshould 
revisit his native place , and a host of pretty girls who had 
wept at his departure, and should hear French spoken again. 
* ' And who are y ou , and whither bound ? " 

"My name is Gerard , and I am going to Korne ," said the 
xnore reserved Hollander, and in a way that invited no fdrther 
confidences. 

"All the better; we will go together as far as Burgundy." 

" That is not my road." 

"All roads take to Rome." 

" Ay, but the shortest road thither is my way." 

" Well, then , it is I who must go out of my way a step for 
the sake of good Company, for thy face likes me, and thou 
Bpeakest French , or nearly." 

"There go two words to that bargain,*' said Grerard, 
coldly. " I steer by proverbs too. They do put old heads on 
young men's Shoulders. 'Bon loup mauvais compagnon, 
dit le brebis:' and a soldier, they say, is near akin to a 
wolf." 

"Theylie," saidDenys: "besides, if heis, 'lesloupsne 
86 mangent pas entre euz.'" 

"Ay, but, sir soldier, I am not a wolf; and, thou 
knowest, 'k bien petite occasion se saisit le loup du 
mouton.*" 

^' Liet US drop woIycs and sheep, being men; my meaning 
is, that a good soldier never pillages — a comrade. Come, 
young man, too much suspicion becomes not your years. 
They who travel should leam to read faces; methinks you 
might see lealty in mine sith I have seen it in youm. Is it 
yon fat purse at your girdle you fear for?" (Gerard tumed 
pale.) "Look hither!" and he undid his belt, and poured 
out of it a double handfiil of gold pieces , then retumed them 
to their hiding-place. "There is a hostage- for you," said 
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he; <<carry you that, and let us be comradeB,** and handed 
himhisbelt, goldandalL 

Gerard stared. '<If I am over pmdaity 70a hnre not 
enow." Bat he floshed and looked pleased at Üie othei^s 
truBtinhim. 

" Bah ! I can read f acee ; and so must 70a , or 70a*!! nerer 
take 70iir four bones safe to Borne." 

'^Soldier, 70U would find me a doli companion, for my 
heartißver7heav7," said Gerard, 7ielding. 

" III cheer 70U , mon gars." 

"I think 70U would," said Gerard, 8weetl7; "and sore 
need have I of a kindl7 voice in mine ear this da7.*' 

" Oh I no Boul is sad alongside me. I lift up their poor 
little hearts withm7ConBigne: 'Courage, tout le monde, le 
diable est mort.' Hai hat" 

"Sobeitthen," saidO^rard. "But take back Tourbelt, 
for I could never trust b7 halves. We will go togeäier as far 
as Bhine , and God go with üb both I " 

"Amenl" 8aidDen7B, and lifted hiB cap. ^^Enavant!" 

The pair trudged manfull7 on, and Den7s enürened Ihe 
wear7 wa7. He chattered about battles and sieges, and 
thingB which were new to Gerard; and he was one of those 
who make little incidentB wherever the7 go. He passed 
nobod7 without addressing him. "The7 don't understand 
it, butitwakesthemup," Baidhe. But, whenever they feil 
in with a monk or priest, he pulled a long face, and songht 
the reverend father's bJessing, and fearle8sl7 poured out on 
him floods of German words in such order as not to produce a 
Single German sentence. He doffed his cap to every woman, 
high or low, he caught sight of , and with eagle e7e discemed 
her best feature, and complimented her on it in his native 
tongue, well adapted to such matters: and, at each Carrion 
crow or magpie, down came his cross-bow, and he would go 
a furlong off the read to circumvent it; and indeed he <Ud 
shoot one old crow with laudable neatness and despatch , and 
carried it to the nearest hen-roost, and there slipped in and 
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set it upon a nest. "The good-wife will say, *Alack, liere 
is Beelzebub a hatching o£ mj eggs. ' " 

"No, youforget, heisdead," objected Gerard. 

"So he is, 80 he is. But she doesn^t kuow that, not 
having the luck to be acquainted with me, who carry the 
good news from city to city, uplifting men's hearts." 

Such was Denys in time of peace. 

Out travellers towards nightfall reached a yillage \ it was 
a very small one, but contaiaed a place of entertainment. 
They searched for it, and found a small house with bam and 
Stahles. In the former was the everlasting stove, and the 
clothes drying round it on lines, and a traveller or two sitting 
morose. Gerard asked for supper. 

"Supper? We have no time to cook for travellers; we 
only provide lodging, good lodging for man and beast. You 
can have some beer." 

"Madman, who, bom in Holland, sought other lands!" 
snorted Gerard in Dutch. The landlady started. 

"What gibberish is that?" asked she, and crossed her- 
seif with looks of superstitious alarm. "You can buy what 
youlikeinthe village, andcookitinouroven; but, prithee, 
mutter no charms nor sorceries here, good man; don*t ye 
now, it do make my flesh creep so." 

They scoured the village for food, and ended by supping 
on roasted eggs and brown bread. 

At a very early hour their chambermaid came for them. It 
was a rosy-cheeked old fellow with a lanthom. 

They followed him. He led them across a dirty farm- 
yard, where they had much ado to pick their steps, and 
brought them into a cow-house. There, on each side of every 
cow, was laid a little clean straw, and a tied bündle of ditto 
for a pillow. The old man looked down on this his work 
with patemal pride. Not so Gerard* "What, do you set 
Christian men to lie among cattle? " 

"Well, it is hard upon the poor beasts. They have scarce 
room to tum." 

" Oh ! what, it is not hard on us then? ". 
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^^ Where is the harddiip? I haye lain among tiiem all my 
life. Look at me ! I am fourscore, and never had a headache 
in all mj bom dajB — all along of lying among the kye. Bless 
your siUy head, kine's breatib is ten times sweeter to drink 
nor Chiistians'. You try itl " and he slammed the bedroom 
door. 



"Denys, whereareyou?" whined Gkrard. 

" Here , on her other aide." 

" What are you doing?" 

'4 know not. But, as near as I can gueas , I think I must 
be going to sleep. What are you at? " 

"I am saying my prayers." 

"Forget me not in them !" 

*^ Ib it likely ! ? Denys , I shall soon have done : do not go 
to sleep I want to talk." 

"Deepatch then! for I feel — augh — like — floating — 
in the sky -» on a warm cloud. '' 

"Denyöl" 

<<Aughl eht üa'llol isittimetogetup??** 

*<Alack, no. There, I hurried my orisons to talk ; and 
look at you, going to sleep I We shall be starved before 
moming, having no coverlets." 

"Well, you know what todo." 

"Notl, insooth." 

"Cuddlethecow." 

"Thank you." 

" Burrow in the straw then. You must be very new to the 
World , to grumble at this. How would you bear to lie on the 
field of battle on a frosty night, as I did t*other day, stark 
naked, with nothing to keep me warm but the carcass of a 
fellow I had been and helped kill?" 

" Horrible ! horrible I Teil me all about it I Oh but this is 
sweet." 

"Well, we had a little battle in Brabant, and won a little 
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victoiy, but it cost us dear : several arbalestriers tumed their 
toesup, and I among them." 

"Killed, Denys? come nowl" 

'^Dead as mutton. Stuck füll of pike-Loles tili the blood 
ran out of me , like the good wine of Mäcon irom the trodden 
grapes. It is right bounteous in me to pour the tale in 
minstrel phrase, for — augh — I am sleepy. Augh — now 
wherewas I?" 

'^Left dead on the field of battle, bleeding like a pig; 
that is to say like grapes, or something; go on, prithee go 
on, *ti8 a sin to sleep in the midst of a good stoiy.** 

'^Granted. WeÜ, some ofthose vagabonds, that strip the 
dead soldier on the field of glory, came and took every rag 
off me ; they wrought me no further ill , because there was no 
need." 

"No: you were dead." 

"C'est convenu. This must have been at sundown; and 
with the night came a shrewd frost that barkened the blood 
on my wounds, and stopped all the riyulets that were running 
from my heart, and about midnight I awoke as from a 
trance." 

"And thought you were in heaven?" asked Gerard 
eagerly, being a youth inoculated with monkish tales. 

" Too &ost-bitten for that, mon gars ; besides, I heard the 
wounded groaning on all sides; so I knew I was in the old 
place. I saw I could not live the night through without 
Cover. I groped about shiyering and shivering; at last one 
did snddenly leave groaning. *You are sped,* said I, so 
made up to him, and true enough he was dead, but warm, you 
know. I took my lord in my arms ; but was too weak to carry 
him: so roUed with him* into a ditch hard by: and there my 
comrades found me in themoming properly stung with nettles 
and hugging a dead Fleming for the bare life.*' 

Gerard shuddered. "And this is war; this is the chosen 
theme of poets and troubadours, and Reden Kyckers. Truly 
was it said by the men of old * dulce bellum inexpertis.' " 

"Tudis?" 
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"I say, — oll what stout hearts aome men have f * 

" N*e8t-ce pas, p*tit? So after that sort -*• thing — this sort 
thing is heaven. Soft — wann — good companj com- 
radancow — cou*age — diable — m — omk I " 

And the giib tongue was still for some hoors. 

In the morning Gerard was wakened hj a liquid hitting 
bis eye, and it was Denys employing the cow's ndder as a 
squirt. 

"Oh fiel" eried Gerard, "to waste the good milk:'* and 
he took a hom out of his wallet. " Fill this ! but indeed I see 
not what rlght we have to meddle with her milk at all." 

"Make your mind easyt Last night la camarade was not 
nice ; but what then, true friendship dispenses with ceremony. 
To-day we make as free with her." 

" Why what did she do, poor thing ? " 

"Atemypillow." 

"Ha! hal" 

" On waking I had to bunt for my head, and found it down 
in the stable gutter. She ate our pillow from us, we diink 
our pillow from her. A votre sant^, madame; et sans ran- 
cune ;" and the dog drank her to her own health. 

"The ancient was right though," said G^rard. "Nerer 
have I risen so refreshed since I left my native land. Hence- 
forth let US shun great towns, and still lie in a conventora 
cow-house; for l'd lierer sleep on fresh straw, than on Unen 
well washed siz months agone; and the breath of kine it is 
sweeter than that of Christians, let alone the garlic, which 
men and women folk a£fect, but cowen abhor from, andsodo 
I, St. Bavon be my witness I " 

The soldier eyed him from head to foot: "Now bat for 
that little tuft on your chin I should take you for a girl; and 
by the finger-nails of St. Luke, no ill-favoured one neither." 

These three towns proyed types and repeated themselYes 
with slight yariations for many a weary league: but, even 
when he could get neither a convent nor a cow-house, Gerard 
leamed in time to steel himself to the inevitable, aod to 
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emulate his comrade, whom he looked on as almost super- 
human for hardihood of bodj and spirit. 

There was however a balance to all this veneration. 

Denjs , like bis predecessor Achilles, had his weak pari, 
bis very weak part thought Gerard. 

His foible was " woman.** 

Whatever he was saying or doing, he stopped short at 
sight of a farthingale , and bis whole soul became occupied 
with that garment ai^d its inmate tili thej had disappeared; 
and sometimes for a good while after. 

He often put Gerard to the blush hj talking his amazing 
German to such females as he caught standing or sitting in 
doors or out; at which thej stared; and when he met a 
peasant girl on the road, he took off his cap to her and saluted 
her as if she was a queen. The invariable effect of which was, 
that she suddenly drew herseif up quite stifP like a soldler on 
parade, and wore a forbidding countenance. 

" They drive me to despair ," said Denys. " Is that a just 
retum to a civil bonnetade? They are large, they are fair, but 
stupid as swans." 

*^ What breeding canyou expect from women that wear no 
hose?" inquired Gerard; "and some of them no shoon? 
They seem to me reserved, and modest, as becomes their sex ; 
and sober, whereas the men are little better than beer-barrels. 
Would you have them brazen as well as hoseless? " 

" A little affability adoms even beauty," sighed Deuys. 

** Then let them aJone, sith they are not to your taste," re- 
torted Gerard. "What, is there no sweet face in Burgundy 
that would pale to see you so wrapped up in stränge 
women?" 

" Half a dozen that would cry their eyes out." 

"WeUthen!" 

"But it is a long way to Burgundy." 

"Ay,tothefoot, but not to the heart> I am there, sleep- 
ing and waking, and almost every minute of the day." 

"In Burgundy? Why I thought you had never —" 
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"InBurgundy?" cried Gerard contemptaously. "No, in 
Bweet Seyenbergen. Ahl well-a-dayl" 

Many such diaiogues as this passed between the pair on 
the long and weary road, and neither oonld change the 
other. 

One day about noon theyreached a townof somepreten- 
sions, and Gerard was glad, for he wanted to buy apair of 
shoes : his own were quite wom out. They soon fouud a shop 
tbat displayed a goodly array, and made up to it, and would 
have entered it; but the shopkeeper sat on ihe doorstep 
taking a nap , and was so fat as to block up the narrow door- 
way : the very light could hardly struggle past his "too, too 
solid flesh," much less a camal customer. 

My f air readers, accustomed, when they go Shopping, to 
be met half way with nods , and becks , and wreathed smiles, 
and waiyed into a seat, while almost at the same instant an 
eager shopman flings himself half across the counter in a 
semicircle to leam their commands, can best appreciate this 
medisBYal Teuton, who kept a shop as a dog keeps a 
kennel: and sat at the ezclusion of custom, snoring like a 

Dehys and Gerard stood and contemplated this curiosity; 
emblem, permit me to remark, of the lets and hindrances to 
commerce that characterized his epoch. 

" Jump ver him ! " 

" The door is too low." 

" March through him ! " 

"Themanistoothick." 

"What is the coil?" inquired a mumblingvoicefromthe 
interior : apprentice with his mouth füll. 

" We want to get into your shop." 

"Whatfor, inHeaven'sname??!!!" 

"Shoon; lazybones!" 

The ireof the apprentice began to rise at such an ezplana- 
tion. ^^And could ye find no hour out of all the twelye to 
come pestering,us for shoon, but the one little, little hour my 
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master takes his nap , and I sit down to my dinner, wLen all 
the rest of the world is fall long ago ? " 

Denysheard, but could not foUow the sense. " Waste no 
more time talking their German gibberish," said he; "take 
out thy knife and tickle his fat ribs." 

"That Willi not," said Gerard. 

" Then here goes ; I'll prong him with this." 

G^rard seized the mad fellow's arm in dismay, for he had 
been long enough in the countrj to guess that the whole town 
would take part in any brawl with the native against a 
stranger. But Denys twisted away from him , and the cross- 
bow holt in his band was actaally on the road to the sleeper's 
ribs; but at that very moment two females crossed the road 
towards him; he saw the blissfiil vision, and instanüy f orgot 
what he was about, and awaited their approachwith unreason- 
ablejoy. 

Though companions they were not equals; except in at- 
tractiveness to a Burgondian cross-bow man: for one was 
very tall, the other short, and, by one of those anomalies 
which Society, however primitive, speedily establishes, the 
long one held up the litüe one's taiL The tall one wore a 
piain linen coif on her head, a little grogram cloak over her 
Shoulders , a grey kirtle , and a short farthingale or petticoat 
of bnght red cloth , and feet and legs quite bare , though her 
arms were veiled in tight linen sleeves. 

The other a kirtle broadly trimmed with fiir , her arms in 
double sleeves , whereof the inner of yellow satin clung to the 
skin; the outer, all befurred, were open attheinsideofthe 
elbow, and so the arm passed through and left them dangling. 
Velvet head-dress, huge purse at girdle, gorgeous train, bare 
legs. And thus they came on, the citizen's wife strutting, and 
the maid g^ding after, holding her mistress's train devoutly 
in both hands, and bending and winding her lithe body 
prettily enough to do it. Imagine (if not pressed for time) a 
bantam, with a guinea-hen stepping obsequious at its stat-ely 
heel. 

This pageant made straight for the shoemaker's shop. 
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Denys lonted low; the worshipftil lady nodded gracionsly, 
but rapidiy, having business on band, or rather on foot; for in 
a moinent ehe poked tbe point of ber little sboe into tbe 
sleeper, and worked it round in bim like a gimlet, tili with a 
long snarl be woke. Tbe incamate shutter rising and 
gnunbling vaguely, tbe lady swept in and deigned bim no 
furtber notice. He retreated to bis neigbbour's sbop tbe 
tailor*8, and, sitting on tbe step, protected it £rom tbe im- 
pertinenoe of moming calls. Neigbbours sbonld be neigb- 
bourly. 

Denys and Gerard followed tbe dignity into the sbop, 
wbera sat tbe apprentice at dinner; tbe maid stood outside 
witb ber insteps crossed, leaning against tbe wall, and tap- 
ping it witb ber nails. 

"Tbose, yonder," said tbe dignity briefly, pointing witb 
an imperious little wbite band to some yellow sboes gilded at 
tbe toe. Wbile tbe apprentice stood stock still, neutralized 
by bis dinner and bis duty, Denys sprang at tbe sboes, and 
brougbt tbem to ber; sbe smiled, and, calmly seating berself, 
protruded ber foot, sbod, butboseless, andscented. Down 
went Denys on bis knees, and drew off her sboe, and tried tbe 
new ones on the wbite skin, devoutly. Finding sbe bad a 
willing yictim, sbe abused tbe opportunity, tried first one 
pair, tiien anotber, then tbe first again, and so on, balancing 
and hesitating for about half an boor, to Gerard's disgost and 
Deuys's weak deGgbt. At last sbe was fitted, and banded 
two pair of yellow and one pair of red sboes out tober senrant. 
Then was beard a sigb. It burst from tbe owner of the shop : 
he bad risen from slumber, and was now bovering about, like 
a partridge near ber brood in danger. "There go all my 
coloured sboes?" said be, as they disappeared in the girPs 
aprou. 

Tbe lady departed: Gerard fitted himself witb a stout 
pair, asked tbe price, paid it witbout a word, and gare bis old 
ones to a beggar in the street , who blessed bim in tbe market- 
place, and threw tbem furiously down a well in the suburbs. 
Tbe comrades left tbe sbop, and in it two melancholy men. 
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that looked, and even talked, as if they had been robbed 
Wholesale. 

"My shoon are sore wom," said Denys, grinding Ms 
teeth; "but TU go barefoot tili I reach France , ere I'll leave 
my money with such churls as these." 

The Dutchman replied calmly, "They seem indifferent 
well sewn." 

As theydrew near theBhine, theypassed through forest 
after forest, and now for the first time ugiy words sounded in 
travellers* mouths, seated aroond sto ves. " Thieves ! " " black 
gangs ! " " cut-throats ! " etc. 

The yery rustics were said to have a eustom hereabouts of 
murdering the unwary traveller in these gloomy woods, whose 
dark and devious windings enabled those who were familiär 
with them to do deeds of rapine and blood ondetected, or, if 
detected, easily to baffle pursuit. 

Certain it was, that every clown they met, carried, 
whether for offence or defence, a most formidable weapon; 
a light axe with a short pike at the head, and a long slender 
handle of ash or yew, well seasoned. These the natives could 
all throw with singolar precision, so as to make the point 
strike an object at several yards' distance, or could slay a 
bullock at band with a stroke of the blade. Gerard bought 
one and practised with it. Denys quietly filed and ground 
his bolts Sharp, whistling the whilst; and, when they entered 
a gloomy wood, he would unsling his cross-bow and carry it 
ready for action; but not so much like a traveller fearing an 
attack as a sportsman watchful not to miss a snap shot. 

One day, being in a forest a few leagues from Dusseldorf, 
as Gerard was Walking like one in a dream, thinking of Mar- 
garet, and scarce seeing the road he trode, his companion 
laid a band on his Shoulder, and strung his cross-bow with 
glittering eye. "Hush!" said he in a low whisper, that 
Startled Gerard more than thunder. G^rard grasped bis aze 
tigbt, and shook a litüe: he heard a rustling in the wood 
hard by, and at the same moment Denys sprang into the 
wood, and his cross-bow went to his Shoulder, even as he 
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jumped. Twang! went the metal string; and after an in- 
8tant*8 suspense he roared , ^^ Run forward, goard the road, he 
ishit! heishitr* 

Gerard darted forward, and, as he ran, a young bear borst 
out ofthewoodright uponhim: findingitselfintercepted, it 
went up on its bind legs with asnarl, and, though not half 
grown, opened formidable jaws and longclaws. Gerard in 
a foiy of ezcitement and agitation flung hunself on it, and de- 
livered a tremendous blow on its nose with bis axe , and the 
Creatore staggered; another, and it lay grovelling with 
Gerard hacking it. 

^^ Hallo 1 stopl 700 are mad to spoil the meat.'* 

"I took it for a robber ," said Gerard , panting. '^ I mean 
I had made ready for a robber, so I coold not hold my band.*" 

"Ay, these chattering travellers have stoffed your head 
foll of thieves and assassins: they have not got a real live 
robber in their whole nation. Nay, 1*11 carry the beast ; bear 
thoo my cross-bow." 

" We will carry it by toms then," said Gerard, "for *tis a 
heavy load: poor thing how its blood drips! Why did we 
slayit?" 

"For sopper, and the reward the baillie of the nexttown 
shall give os." 

" And for that it most die , when it had bot jost begon to 
liye: and perchance it hath a mother that will miss it sore 
this night, and loves it as ours love us; more than mine does 
me. 

" What, know yoo not that bis mother was caoght in a pit- 
fall last month, and her skin is now at the tanner's? and bis 
father was stock foll of cloth-yard shafts f other day, and 
died like JulioB Csasar, with bis hands folded on bis bosom, 
and a dead dog in each of them ? ** 

Bot Gerard woold not view it jestingly: "Why then,** 
said he, " we have killed one of God's creatores that was all 
alone in the world — as I am this day, in this stränge land." 

"Yoo yoong milksop," roared Denys , " these Üiings most 
not be looked at so, or not another bow woold be drawn nor 
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qnarrel fly in forest nor.battle-field. Why, one of your kidney 
consorting with a troop of pikemen should tum them to a row 
of milk-pails: it is ended, to Borne thou goest not alone; for 
never wooldst thou reach the Alps in a whole skin. I take 
thee to Bemiremont , my native place , and there I marry thee 
to my yoüng sister, she is blooming as a peach. Thou shakest 
thy head? ah ! I forgot; thou lovest elsewhere, and art a one 
woman man, a creature to me scarce conceiyable. Well then, 
I shall find thee , not a wif e , nor a leman , but a Mend ; some 
honest Burgundian who shall go with thee as f ar as Lyons; 
and much I doubt that honest fellow will be myself , into 
whose liquor thou hast dropped sundry powders to make me 
love thee; for erst I endured not doves in doublet and hose. 
Prom Lyons, I say, I can trust thee by ship to Italy, which 
being by all accounts the very stronghold of milksops, thou 
wilt there be safe: they will hear thy words, and make thee 
their duke in a twinkling." 

Gerard sighed : "In sooth Ilove not to think of thisDussel- 
dorf where we are to part Company, good friend." 

They walked silently, each thinking of the Separation at 
band ; the thought checked trifling conversation, and at these 
moments it is arelief to do someüung, however insignificant. 
Gerard asked Denys to lend him a bolt. "I haye often shot 
with a long bow, but never with one of these ! " 

"Draw thy knife and cut this one out of the cub," said 
Denys slily. 

" Nay, nay, I want a dean one." 

Denys gave him three out of his quiver. 

Gerard strung the bow, and levelled it at a bough that had 
fallen into the road at some distance. The power of the in- 
strument surprised him; the short but thick steelbowjarred 
him to the very heel as it went off, and the swift; steel shaf t 
was invisible in its passage ; only the dead leaves, with which 
November had carpeted the narrowroad, flew about on the 
other side of the bough. 

^' Ye aimed a thought too high," said Denys. 

The CMster and the Hearth, L U 
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^'What a deadly thing! no wonder it is driving out Hie 
long-bow, — to Martin's mach discontent." 

"Aj, lad," Said Denys trinmphantly, '4t gams gronnd 
Gvery day, in spite of their laws and their proclamationB to 
keep np tiie yewen bow, becaose forsooth their grandsires 
sbot with it, knowing no better. Yon see, Grerard, war is not 
pastime. Meu will shoot at their enemies with the bittingest 
arm and the killingest, not with the longest and missingest.'* 

'^Then these new engines I hear of will put both bows 
down; for these, with a pinch of black dost, and a leaden 
ball, and a child*s finger, shall slay you Mars and Groliah, and 
the Seven Champions." 

"Pooh I pooh I " Said Denys warmly ; "petrone nor harque- 
buss shall ever put down Sir Arbalest. Why, we can shoot 
ten times while Üiey are putting their charcoal and their lead 
into their leathem smoke belchers, and then kindling their 
matches. All that is too fümbling for the field of battle; 
there a 8oldier*s weapon needs be ay ready, like his heart" 

Gerard did not answer; for his ear was attracted by a 
Bound behind them. It was a peculiar soond too , like some* 
thing heavy, bat not hard, roshing soffcly oyer the dead leaves. 
He tumed round with some little curiosity. A colossal 
creature was coming down the road at about sizty paces 
distance. 

He looked at it in a sort of cabn Stupor at first; but the 
next moment he tumed ashy pale. 

" Denys ! " he cried. " God I Denys I " 

Denys whirled round. 

It was a bear as big as a cart-horse. 

It was tearing along with its huge head down , running on 
a hot scent. 

The very moment he saw it Denys said in a sickening 
whisper 

"Thboub!" 

OhI the concentrated horror ofthat oneword, whispered 
hoarsely, with dilating eyes! For in that syllable it all 
flashed upon them both like a sudden stroke of lightning in 
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tiie dark — the Woody trail, the murdered cub, the mother 
npon them, and it. Death. 

All ihifl in a moment of time. The next, she saw them. 
Hage as she was, ehe seemed to double herself (it was her 
long hair bristling with rage) : ehe raised her head big as a 
boll's, her swine-shaped jaws opened wide at them , her eyes 
tumed toblood and flame, and she roshedupon them, scat- 
tering the leaves abont her like a whirlwind as she came. 

"Shootl** screamed Denys, bnt Gerard stood shaking 
fromheadtofoot, useless. 

" Shoot, man ! ten thoosand devils, shoot I too late ! Tree ! 
treel" and he dropped the cub, pushed Gerard across the 
read, and flew to the first tree and climbed it, Gerard the 
same on his side ; and, as they fled, both men uttered inhuman 
howls like savage creatures grazed by death. 

With all their speed one or other would have been tom to 
fragments at the foot of his tree; but the bear stopped a 
moment at the cub. 

Without taking her bloodshot eyes off those she was 
hnnting, she smeltit all round, andfound, how, her Creator 
only knows, that it was dead, quite dead. She gave a yell 
such as neither of the hunted ones had ever heard, nor 
dreamed to be in nature; and flew affcer Denis. She reared 
and Struck at him as he climbed. He was just out of reach. 

InstanÜy she seized the tree, and with her huge teeth tore 
a great piece out of it with a crash. Then she reared again, 
dug her daws deep into the bark, and began to mount it 
slowly, but as surely as a monkey. 

Deny's evil star had led him to a dead tree, a mere shaft, 
and of no very great height. He climbed faster than his 
pursuer, and was soon at tiie top. He looked this way and 
that for some bough of another tree to spring to. There was 
none: and, if he jumped down, he knew the bear would be 
upon him ere he could recover the fall , and make short work 
of him. Moreover Denys was little used to tnming his back 
on danger, and his blood was rising at being hunted. He 
tumed to bay. 

11* 
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" M7 honr if come ,** thought he. '' Lei me meet death like 
a man.** He kneeled down and grasped a small shpot to 
Bteady himself , drew bis long knife, and, clenching bis teeth, 
prepared to job tbe buge brate as soon as it sbould moont 
within reacb. 

Of thifl combat tbe result was not donbtfol. 

Tbe monster^B bead and neck were scarce vnbierable for 
bone and masses of bair. The man was going to sting the 
bear , and the bear to crack tbe man like a not 

Gerard*B beart was better tban bis nerves. He saw bis 
friend's mortal danger, and passed at once firom fear to 
blindish rage. He slipped down bis tree in a moment, caugbt 
np tbe croBs-bow, wMch he bad dropped in tbe road, and, 
running forioosly up , sent a bolt into the bear's body with a 
lond shont. The bear gave a snarl of rage and pain, and 
tumed its bead irresolutely. 

'* Keep aloof ! " cried Denys , ^^ or 70a are a dead man.*' 

" I care not;" and in a moment he bad another bolt ready 
and shot it fiercely into the bear, screaming, <<Take that! 
takethati'' 

Denys poured a volley of oaths down at bim. '* Get away, 
idiotl" 

He was right: the bear finding so formidable and noisy a 
foe behind bim, slipped growling down the tree, rending deep 
furrows in it as she slipped. G^rard ran back to bis tree and 
climbed it swiftly. But while bis legs were dangling some 
eight feet £rom the groond, the bear came rearing and strack 
with her fore paw, and oat flew a piece of bloody cloth from 
G^rard's hose. He climbed, and climbed; and presenüyhe 
beard as it were in the air a yoice say, <'Go oat on the boagh I *' 
He looked, and there was a long massive branch before bim 
shooting upwards at a slight angle ; he threw bis body across 
it, and by a series of conviüsive efforts worked up it to 
the end. 

Then he looked round panting. 

The bear was mounting the tree on the other side. He 
beard her claws scrape, and saw her balge on both sidesof 
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the massive tree. Her eye not being yery quick she reached 
the fork and passed it, mounting the main stem. G erard drew 
breath more freely. The bear either heard him, or found by 
scentshewas wrong: shepaosed; presentlyshe caughtsight 
of him. She eyed him steadily; tiien quieüy descended to 
the fork. 

Slowly and cautiously she stretched ont a paw and tried 
the bough. It was a stiff oak branch, sound as iron. Instinct 
taught the creature this: itcrawled careMly out on the 
bough , growling savagely as it came. 

Gerard looked wildly down. He was forty feet from the 
ground. Death beiow. Death moving slow but sure ou him 
in a still more horrible form. His hair bristled. The sweat 
poured from him. He sat helpless, fascinated, tongue- 
tied. 

As the fearful monster crawled growling towards him, 
incongruous thoughts coursed through his mind. Margaret: 
the Yulgate, where it speaks of the rage of a she-bear robbed 
of her whelps , — Bome , — Etemity. 

The bear crawled on. And now the Stupor of death feil 
on the doomed man; he saw the open jaws and bloodshot 
eyes Coming, butinamist. 

Asinamisthe heard a twang: heglanceddown; Denys, 
white and silent as death, was shooting up at the bear. The 
bear snarled at the twang; but crawled on. Again the cross- 
bowtwanged; and the bear snarled; and came nearer. Again 
the cross-bow twanged: and the nezt moment the bear was 
closeuponG^rard, where he sat, with hair standingstiffon 
end, and eyes starting from their sockets, palsied. The bear 
opened her jaws like a graye; and hot blood spouted from 
them upon Gerard as from a pump. The bough rocked. The 
wounded monster was reeling; it clung, it stuck its sickles of 
daws deep into the wood; it toppled, its claws held firm, but 
its body roUed off, and the sudden shock to the brauch shook 
Gerard forward on his stomach with his face upon one of the 
bear*s straining paws. At this, by a convulsive effort, she 
raised her head up, up, tili he feit her hot fetid breath. Then 
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hnge teeth snapped together loudly c\oBe below him in tiie 
air, with a last effort of baffled hate. The ponderoos carcass 
rent the claws oat of the bough; then pounded the earth with 
a tremendous thmnp. There was a shout of trinmph below, 
and the veiy nezt instant a cry of dismay; for Q^rard had 
Bwooned, and, withont an attempt to save himself, rolled 
headlong from the periloos height. 
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Dbmts caught at G^rard, and scnnewhat checked his fall: 
but it may be donbted whether this alone wonld have saved 
him firom breaking his neck or a limb. His best friend now 
was the djing bear, on whose haiiy carcass his head and 
Shoulders descended. Denjs tore hun off her. It was need- 
less. She panted still, and her limbs quivered, bat a hare was 
not so harmless; and soon she breathed her last: and the 
judicions Den^s propped Gkrard up against her, being soft, 
and fanned him. He came to by degrees , bat confdsed , and 
feeling the bear all aroand him , rolled away yelling. 

"Courage," criedDenys, "lediableestmort." 

"Isitdead? quitedead?" inquired Q^rard firom behind a 
tree ; for his courage was feyerish, and the cold fit was on him 
just now, and had been for some time. 

"Behold," Said Denys, and pulled the brute's ear play- 
fnlly, and opened her jaws, and put in his head, with other 
insulting antics; in the midst of which Grerard was violently 
sick. 

Denys laughed at him. 

" What is Üie matter now ? " said he, " also why tumble off 
your perch just when we had won the day? " 

"Iswooned, Itrow." 

"Butto^r 

Not receiving an answer, he continued, " Green girls faint 
as soon as look at you, but then they choose time and place. 
What woman ever fainted up a tree?" 
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" She Bent her nasty blood all over me. I think thie smell 
mußt have overpowered me. Faugh! Ihate blood." 

"I do believe it potently." 

'^ See what a mess she has made me ! " 

"But with her blood, not yours. I pity the enemy that 
strlyes to satisfy you." 

"You need not to brag, MaitreDenys^ I saw youunder 
the tree, the colour of your shirt." 

"Let US distingoish," said Denys colouring: ^4t is per- 
mitted to tremble for a friend.^ 

Gerard, for answer, flung his arms round Denys's neck in 
silence. 

"Look here," whined the stout soldier, affected by this 
little gush of nature and youth, ''was ever aught so like a 
woman? I love thee, little milksop, go to. Good! behold 
him on his knees now. What ne w caprice is this ? " 

" Oh, Denys, ought we not to retum thanks to Him who 
has saved both our lives against such fearful odds?" And 
Gerard kneeled and prayed aloud. And presently he found 
Denys kneeling quiet beside him, with his hands across his 
bosom, after the custom of his nation, and a face as long as 
his arm. When they rose Gerard*s countenance was beaming. 

"Good Denys," said he, "Heaven will reward thy piety." 

"Ah, bah! I did it out of politeness," said the French- 
man. "It was to please thee, little one. C'est ^gal: *twas 
well and orderly prayed ; and edified me to the core , while it 
lasted. A bishop had scarce handled the matter better: so 
now our evensong being sung, and the saints enlisted with us 
— marchons." 

Ere they had taken two steps, he stopped. "By-the-by, 
thecub!" 

" Oh , no , no ! " cried Gerard. 

"You are right. It is late: we have lost time climbing 
trees, and tumbling off 'em, and swooning, and yomiting, and 
praying, and the brüte is heavy to carry; and, now I think 
on't, we shall haye papa after it next; these bears make such 
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a coil about an odd cnb: what is this? Ton are wonnded ! 
yoa are wounded ! " 

"Notl." 

<* He is wounded , miserable that I am.'* 

<^ Be calm , Denys. I am not tonched , I feel no pain any- 
where." 

" You? you only feel when another is hurt," cried Denys, 
with great emotion, and throwing himself on bis knees he 
ezamined G^rard's leg with güstening eyes. 

'< Quick I quick I beforeitstifPens/' he cried: andhurried 
him on. 

^^Who makes the coil about nothing now?" inquired 
Gerard composedly. 

Denys's reply was a very indirect one. 

^'Bepleased tonote," saidhe, '^thatlhave a bad heart. 
You were man enough to save my life, yetimust sneer at 
you, a novice in war; was notl a noyice once myself? then 
you fainted from a wound, and Ithought you swooned for 
fear , and called you a milksop. Briefly , I have a bad tongue 
and a bad heart." 

"Denys!" 

"Plait-ü?" 

'«YouHe." 

"You are verygood to say so, little one, and I am etemally 
obliged to you," mumbled the remorseful Denys. 

Ere they had walked many furlongs, the muscles of the 
wounded leg contracted and stiffened, tili presenüy Gerard 
could only just put his toe to the ground , and that with great 
pain. 

At last he could bear it no longer. 

"Letmelie down and die," he groaned, "for this is in- 
tolerable." 

Denys represented that it was affcemoon, and the nights 
were now frosty, and cold and hunger ill companions, and 
thatitwould be unreasonable to lose heart, a certain great 
penonage being notoriously defimct So Gerard leaned 
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upon his aze and hobbled on, but presently he gave in all of a 
sadden, and sank helpless in the road. 

Denys drew him aside into the wood, and to bis snrprise 
gave bim bis cross-bow and bolts, enjoining him stricüy to lie 
quiet, and if any ill-looking fellows shonld find bim out and 
come to bim, to bid them keep aloof ; and, sbould they refiise, 
to sboot them dead at twenty paces. *' Honest men keep the 
patby and, knaves inawood none but fools do parley with 
them." With this he snatched up Gerard's axe and set off 
nmning, not, asGerard expected, towards Dusseldorf, but 
on the road they had come. 

Gerard lay aching and smarting, and to him Bome , that 
seemedsonear atstarting, looked far, far, off, now that he 
was two hundred miles nearer it. But soon all bis thoughts 
tumed Sevenbergenwards. How sweet it would be one day 
to hold Margaretes band and teil her all he had gone through 
forber! Theverythoughtofit, and her, soothedhim, and 
in the midst of pain and irritation of the nenres he lay re- 
signed, and sweetlj, though fainüy, smiling. 

He had lain thus more than two hours, when suddenly 
there were shouts, and the nezt moment something Struck a 
tree bard by and quivered in it. 

He looked, it was an arrow. 

He started to bis feet. Several missiles rattled among the 
bougbs, and the wood echoed with battle-cries. Whence 
they came he could not teil, fornoises in these huge woods 
are so reverberated that a stranger is always at fault as to 
their whereabout; but they seemed to fill the whole air. 
Presently there was a lull : then he heard the fierce galloping 
of boofis ; and still louder shouts and cries arose, mingled with 
shrieks and groans, and above all stränge and terrible sounds 
like fierce clapsofthunder, bellowingloud, and then dying 
off in Cracking echoes; and red tongues of flame shot out 
eyer and anon among the trees, and clouds of sulphureous 
smoke came drifting over bis head : and all was still. 

Gerard was Struck with awe. "What will become of 
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Denyfl ? " he cried. " Oh why did you leare me ? Oh Denys, 
my itiend, my friend I " 

Justhefore siinsetDenys retumed, ahnost Binking ander 
a hairy bündle. It was the bear's skin. 

Gerard welcomed him with a hurst of joy that astonished 
him. 

*^ I thought never to see you again, dear Denys : were you 
inthebattle?" 

"No. Whatbattie?" 

"The bloody hattle of men, or fiends, that raged in tiie 
wood a while agoue;" and with this he described it to the 
life, and more fiilly than I have done. 

Denys patted him indulgently on the back. 

"It is well : " said he , " thou art a good limner ; and ferer 
is a great spur to the Imagination. One day I lay in a cart- 
shed with a cracked skuU, (and saw two hosts manoeuvre and 
fight a good hour on eight feet Square , the which I did fairly 
describe to my comrade in due order, only not so gorgeously 
as thou, for want of book leaming." 

"What then you believe me not? when I teil you the 
arrows whizzed over myhead, and the combatants shouted, 
and—" 

"May the foul fiends fly away with me if I believe a word 
ofit." 

G-erard took his arm and quietly pointed to a tree close by. 

"Why it looks like — it is — a broad arrow as I live:" 
and he went close and looked up at it. 

" It came out of the battle. I heard it, and saw it." 

"An English arrow." 

" How know you that? " 

"Marry, by its length. The English bowmen draw the 
bow to the ear, others only to the right breast. Hence the 
English loose athree-foot shaft, and this is one of them, perdi- 
tion seize them. Well, if this is not glamour there has been 
a trifle of a battle: and if there has been a battle in so ridicu- 
lous a place for a battle as this, why then *tis no business of 
mine, for myduke hath no quarrel hereabouts; so lefs to 
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bed," aaid the professional: and with this he scraped to- 
gether a heap of leaves, and made Gerard lie on it, bis axe by 
hls eide: he tben laj down beside him with one band on bis 
arbalest, and drew the bearskin over them, hair inward. 
Tbey were soon as warm as toast and fast asleep. 

But long before the dawn G^rard woke bis comrade. 

" What sball I do, Denys, I die of famine?" 

"Do? whygo to sleep againincontinent: qoi dortige.*' 

"Bat I teil you I am too bongry to sleep/' snappcd 
Gterard. 

"Let US march tben," replied Denys, with patemal in- 
dulgence. 

He bad a brief parozysm of yawns; tben made a small 
bündle of bears* ears, rolling them up in a strip of the skin, 
cut for the porpose ; and tbey took the road. 

Gerard leaned on bis aze , ■ and , propped by Denys on the 
other side, bobbled along not witbout sighs. 

"I bäte pain," said Gerard, viciously. 

"Therein you show judgment," replied papa, smootbly. 

It.was a clear starlight night; and soon the moon rising 
reveaied the end of the wood at no great distance; a pleasant 
sigbt, since Dusseldorf tbey knew was but a short league 
further. 

At the edge of the wood tbey came upon sometbing so 
mysterious that tbey stopped to gaze at it, before going up to 
it. Two white pillars rose in the air, distant a few paces 
£rom each other; and between them stood many figures, 
that looked like human forms. 

"1 go no farther tili I know what this is," said G^rard, 
in an agitated whisper; "are tbey effigies of the saints, for 
men topray to on the road? or live robbers waiting to shoot 
down honest trayellers? nay, living men tbey cannotbe, for 
tbey stand on nothing that I see. Oh! Denys, let us tum 
back tili daybreak: this is no mortal sigbt" 

Denys halted and peered long and keenly. "Tbey are 
men ," said he, at last. Gerard was for turaing back all the 
more. 
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«Bat men that will nerer hurt ns, nor we fhem, Liook 
not to their f eet f or that they stand on I " 

<< Where then i' tiie name of all the Baints?** 

" Look over their heads 1 *' said Denjs gravelj. 

FoUowing thifl direction, Q^rard presenüy discemed tibe 
outline of a dark wooden beam passing firom pillar to pillar; 
and, as the pair got nearer, Walking now on tiptoe, one by 
one dark snakelike cords came out in ihe moonlight, each 
pendent £rom the beam to a dead man, and tight as wire. 

Now as they came under this awful monument of crime 
and Wholesale vengeancei a light air swept bj; and seyeral 
of the corpses swnng, or gently gyrated, and every rope 
creaked. G^rard shuddered at this ghasüy salute. So 
thoroughly had the gibbet with its sickening load seized and 
held their eyes, that it was but now they perceived a fire 
rightundemeath, and aliving figure sitting huddled over it. 
His axe lay beside him, the bright blade shining red in the 
glow. He was asleep. 

Gerard started, but Denys only whispered, '^Coiirage, 
comrade , here is a fire." 

'<Ay! butthereisamanatit" 

"Tberewill soonbethree:" and he began to heap some 
wood on it that the watcher had prepared; during whieh the 
prudent G^ard seized the man's axe, and sat down tight on 
it grasping his own, and examining the sleeper. There was 
nothing outwardly distinctive in the man. He wore the dress 
of the countiy folk, and the hat of the district, a three- 
comered hat called a Brunswicker, stiff enough to tum a 
sword cut, and with a thick brass hat-band. The weight of 
the whole thing had tumed his ears entirely down, like a 
fancy rabbit's in our Century; but even this, though it spoiled 
him as a man, was nothing remarkable. They had of late 
met scores of these dog's eared mstics. The peculiarity was 
— this clown watching under a laden gallo ws. What f or ? 

Denys, if he feit curious, would not show it; he took out 
two bears' ears from his bündle, and, running sticks l^irough 
them began to toast them. '< Twill be eating coined money," 
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Said he; "for the burgomaster of Dasseldorf had given us a 
rix-doUar for these ears, as proving the death of their owners*, 
but better a lean purse than a lere stomach." 

" Unhappy man !" eried Gerard, "eouldyou eat food heret " 

" Where the fire is lighted there must the meat roast, and 
where it roasts there must it be eaten; for nooght travels 
worse than your roasted meat." 

<' Well, eat thou, Denys, an thou canst! but I am cold and 
sick ; there is no room for hunger in my heart affcer what mine 
eyes have seen," and he shuddered over the fire; "ohi how 
they ereak! and who is this man I wonder? what an ill- 
favoured churl! " 

Denys ezamined him like a connoisseur looking at a 
picture ; and in due course delivered judgment. " I take him 
to be of the refuse ofthat Company, whereof these (pointing 
carelessly upward) were the cream, and so ran their heads 
into danger." 

''At that rate, why not stun him before he wakes?" and 
Gerard fidgeted where he sat. 

Denys opened his eyes with humorous surprise. "For one 
who sets up for a milksop you have the readiest hand. Why 
should two stun one? tush ! he wakes : note now what he says 
at waking, and teil me.*' 

These last words were hardly whispered when the watcher 
opened his eyes. At sight of the fire made up, and two 
strangers eyeing him keenly, he stared, and äiere was a 
severe and pretty successful effort to be calm; still a per- 
ceptible tremor ran all over him. Soon he manned himself, 
and Said gruffly, '' Good morrow." But, at the very moment of 
saying it, he missed his axe, and saw how Gerard was sitting 
upon it with his own laid ready to his hand. He lost counten- 
ance again directly. Denys smiled gnmly at this bit of 
by-play. 

"Good morrowl" said G^rard quietly, keeping his eye 
onhim. 

The watcher was now too ill at ease to be silent ''You 
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make free with my fire,** said he ; bat he added in a somewhat 
faltering yoiee, ^'you are welcome." 

Denjs whispered Gkrard. The watcher ejed tiion 
askant. 

(^My comrade says, eith we share your fire, you shall 
share bis meat.'' 

"So be it/' Said the man, wannly. "I haye half a kid 
hanging on a bush hard by, TU go fetch it;** and he aroee 
with a dieerful and obliging countenance, and was retiring. 

Denys caught up bis cross-bow, and leyelled it at hishead 
The man feil on bis knees. 

Denys lowered bis weapon, and pointed bim back to bis 
place. He rose and went back slowly and onsteadily, like one 
disjointed ; and sick at heart as the moose, that the cat lets go 
a little way, and then darts and replaces. 

" Sit down, friend," said Denys grimly, in French. 

The man obeyed finger and tone, though he knew nota 
wordof French. 

" Teil bim the fire is not big enoogh for more than tbree. 
He will take my meaning." 

Tbis being communicated by Gkrard, the man grinned; 
eyer since Denys spoke he had seemed greaüy relieved. "I 
wist not ye were strangers," said be to Gerard. 

Denys cut a piece of bear's ear , and offered it with grace 
to bim he had just levelled cross-bow at. 

He took it calmly, and drew a piece of bread from bis 
wallet, and diyided it with the pair. Nay, more, he winked 
and thrust bis band into the heap of leaves he sat on (Grerard 
grasped bis aze ready to brain bim) and produced a leatbem 
bottle holding fall two gallons. He put it to bis mouth, and 
drank their healths, then handed itto Gerard; be passed it 
untouched to Denys. 

"Mort de ma yie ! " cried the soldier, " it is Rhenisb wine, 
and fit for the gullet of an archbisbop. Here*s to theo, tbou 
prince of good fellows, wishing theo a short life and a merrj 
one! Come, G^rard, sup! sup! Pshaw, neyer beed them, 
man ! they heed not thee. Natheless, did I hang oyer such s 
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skin of Bhenish as this, and three clmrls sat beneaÜi a 
drinking it and offered me not a drop, Td soon be down 
among tiiem." 

"DenysI DenysI" 

"My spirit would cut the cord, and womp would come my 
body amongst ye , with a band on the bottle, and one eye 
winking, t'other — " 

Gerard started up with a cry of borror and bis fingers to 
bis eaxB, and was running from the place, when bis eye feil on 
tbe watcber's axe. The tangible danger brought bim back. 
He sat down again on the axe with bis fingers in bis ears. 

'^ Courage, Tami, le diable est mortr* shouted Denys 
gaily, and offered bim a piece of bear's ear, put it right under 
his nose as he stopped bis ears. Gerard tumed bis bead away 
with loathing. "Winel" be gasped. "Heaven knows I 
haye mach need of it, with such companions as thee and — " 

He took a long draught of the Bhenish wine : it ran glow- 
ing througb his veins, and warmed and strengthened bis 
heart; bat coold not check bis tremors wbenever a gast of 
Tmid came. As for Denys and the other, they feasted reck- 
lessly, and plied the bottle anceasingly, and drank bealtbs 
and caroased beneath that creaking sepalcbre and its gbasüy 
tenants. 

"Ask bim how they came here," said Denys with bis 
moathfal, and pointing ap witboat looking. 

On this qaestion being interpreted to tbe watcher, be 
replied that treason had been their end, diabolical treason 
and priestcraffc. He then, being rendered commanicative by 
drink, delivered a long prosy narrative, the parport of whicb 
was as follows. These honest genüemen wbo now dangled 
bere so miserably, were all stoat men and trae, and lived in 
tbe forest by their wits. Their independence and thriving 
State excited the jealoasy and batred of a large portion of 
mankind; and many attempts were made on their lives and 
liberties; these the Virgin and their patron saints, coupled 
with their individaal skill and courage , constantly baffled. 
Bat yestereve a party of merchants came slowly on their 
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mules £rom DoBseldorf. The honest men saw tiiem crawling) 
and let them penetrate near a league into the forest, then set 
upon them to make them disgorge a portiou of their ill-gotten 
gains. Bat, alas! the merchants were no merchants atall, 
but soldiers of more than one nation , in the pay of the Arch- 
bishop of Cologne; haubergeons had they beneath their 
gowns, and weapons of all sorts at band; natheless, the honest 
men fought stoutly, and pressed the traitorshard, when lo! 
horsemen, that had been planted in ambosh many hours 
before, galloped up, and with these new diabolical engines of 
war, shot leaden bullets and laid many an honest fellow low, 
and so quelled the courage of others that they yielded them 
prisoners. These, being taken red-handed, the victors, who 
with malice inconceiyable had brought cords knotted round 
their waists, did speedily hang, and by their side the dead 
ones, to make the gallanter show. ^< That one at the end was 
the captain. He never feit the cord. He was riddled with 
broad arrows and leaden balls o* ever they could take him : a 
worthy man as ever cried <' Stand and deliverl" bat alittle 
hasty, not mach: stay! I forgot; heis dead. Yery hasty, 
and obstinate as a pig. That one in the baff jerkin is the 
lieatenant, as good a soal as ever liyed; he was hanged alive. 
ThiB one here, I never eoald abide; no (not that one ; that is 
Conrad, my bosom friend) ; I mean this one right orerhead in 
the chicken-toed shoon: yoa were always carryingtales, ye 
thief, and making mischief ; yoa know yoa were ; and, sirs, I 
am a man that woald rather live anited in a coppice than in a 
forest with backbiters and tale-bearers; strangers, I drink to 
yoa." And so he went down the whole string, indicating with 
the neck of the bettle like a showman with lus pole, and 
giving a neat description of each, which thoagh pithy 
was invariably false; for the showman had no real eye 
for character, and had misanderstood every one of these 
people. 

'*£noagh palaverl" cried Denys. ^^ Märchens I Give me 
his axe : now teil him he mast help yoa along." 

The man's coantenance feil, bat he saw in Denys's eye 
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that resistance would be dangerous ; he submitted. Gerard 
it was who objected. He said, '^Y pensez-yoas? to put 1117 
band on a thief, it maketh 1x17 flesb creep." 

"Childisbness! all trades must live. Besides I have 1117 
reasons. Be not 70U wiser than 70111 elder." 

'< No. Onl7 if I am to lean on bim I must bave m7 band in 
in7 bosom, still grasping tbe baft of m7 knife." 

" It is a new attitude to walk in ; but please tb7self ." 

And in that stränge and mixed attitude of tender offices 
and deadl7 suspicion tbe trio did walk. I wisb I could draw 
them: I would not trust to tbe pen. 

Tbe ligbt of tbe watch-tower at Dusseldorf was visible as 
soon as tbe7 cleared tbe wood; and ebeered Gerard. Wben, 
after an hour's marcb, tbe black outline of tbe tower itself 
and other buildings stood out clear to tbe e7e, their com- 
panion balted and saiA gloomil7, '*You ma7 as well sla7 
me out of band as take me an7 nearer tbe gates of Dusseldorf 
town." 

On this being communicated to Den7s , he said at once, 
" Let bim go tben , for in sooth bis neck will be in jeopard7 if 
be wends mucb farther with us. Gerard acquiesced as a 
matter of course. His horror of a eriminal did not in tbe least 
dispose bim to active co-operation with tbe law. But tbe fact 
is, that at this epoch no private Citizen in an7 part of Europe 
ever meddled with criminals but in self-defence , exceptb7- 
tbe-b7 in England, which, behind other nations in some tbings, 
was centuries before them all in this. 

Tbe man*8 personal libert7 being restored, be asked for 
bis aze. It was given bim. To the friends* surprise be still 
lingered. Was be to bave notbing for Coming so far out of 
bis wa7 with them? 

"Here are two batzen, friend." 

"And tbe wine, the good Bbenish? *' 

"Did 70U give aught for it?" 

"A7! tbeperilof m7life." 

" Hum ! what sa7 70U, Den78 ? " 

The Cloister and iJic Hearlh, I. 12 



178 THE CLOISTER 

"I Bay it was worttt its weight in gold. Here, lad, here be 
silver groshen, one for everj acom on that gallows tree : and 
here is one more for thee — who will doubtleBs be there in dne 
seasou." 

The man took the coins, bat still lingered. 

"Welll what now?" eried Gerard, who thought hun 
shamefally overpaid already. "Do'st seek the hide ofP onr 
bones?" 

"Nay, good sirs; butjonhave seen to-night how parloos 
alifeismine. Tebetmemen, andyourprayersayail: gm 
me then a small trifle of a prayer, an't please you; for I Imow 
not one." 

Gerard's choler began to rise at the egotistical rogne; 
moreoYer, eyer since his wotind he had feit gosts of ir- 
ritability. However, he bit his lip and said, " There go two 
wordstothatbargain; tellmefirst, is it tme what men saj of 
you Bhenish thieves, that ye do murder innocent and un- 
resisting travellers as well as rob them?" 

The other answered sulkily, "They you call thieyes are 
not to blame for that ; the fault lies with the law." 

^'Ghramercy! so *tis the law*s fault that ill men break 
it?" 

'*I mean not so: but the law in this land slays an honest 
mananifhedobutsteal. Whatfollows? he would be pitifol, 
but is discouraged herefrom: pity gains him no pity, and 
doubles his peril; an he but cut a purse his life is forfeit; 
therefore eutteth he the throat to boot, to save his own neck ; 
dead men teil no tales. Pray then for the poor soul , who by 
bloody laws is driven to kill or eise be slaaghtered; were 
there less of this imreasonable gibbeting on the high road, 
there should be less enforced cutting of throats in darkwoods, 
my masters." 

"Fewer words had served," replied Gerard, coldly; "I 
asked a question, I am answered ," and, suddenly doffing his 
bonnet» 
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*^*Obsecro Deum omnipotentem, ut, qua cruce 
jam pendent isti quindecim latrones fures et homi- 
cidae, in eä homicida für et latro tu pependeris quam 
citissime, pro publica salute, in honorem justi Dei, 
cui sit gloria in setemum, Amen.' 

"And so good day." 

The greedj outlaw was satisfied at last.^ " That is Latin/' 
he muttered, ''and more than I bargaine'd for." Soindeed 
itwas. 

And he retomed to his business with a mmd at ease. The 
friends pondered in silence the many erents of the last few 
honrs. 

At last Gerard Said, thoughtfully, " That she-bear saved 
both our lives — by Grod*s wiU." 

"Like enough," replied Deuys; "and talking ofthat, it 
was lucky we did not dawdle over our supper." 

"Whatmeanyou?" 

"I mean they are not all hanged; I saw a refiise of seven 
er eight as blaek as ink aronnd our fire.'* 

"When? when?" 

" Ere we had leffc it five minutes." 

" Good heayens I And you said not a word." 

"It would but have worried you, and had set our £riend a 
looking back, and mayhap tempted him to get his skull split. 
All other danger was over; they eould not see us, we were out 
of the moonshme, and indeed, just tuming a comer; ah! there 
IS the sun; and here are the gates of Düsseldorf. Courage, 
Tami ; le diable est mort." 

"Myhead! uiybead!** was all poor Gerard could reply. 

So many shocks, emotions, penls, horrors, added tothe 
wound, his first, had tried his youthfol body, and senaitive 
nature, too severely. 

It was noon of the same day. 

12* 
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In a bedroom of "The Silrer Lion," tlie rugged Denys sat 
anxiouB, watching bis joung friend. 

And he laj raging with feyer, delirious at intervalB| and 
one Word for erer ou hie Ups : 

" Margaret ! — Margaret I — Margaret I " 



CHAPTEB XXVI. 

It was the aftemoon of the next day. Gierard was no 
longer light-headed, bat very irritable, and füll of fancies; 
and in one of these he begged Denys to get hlm a lemon to 
suck. Denys, who £rom a rough soldier had been tamed bj 
tender friendship into a kind of grandfather, got up hastily, 
and bidding him set bis mind at ease, " lemons he shoald have 
in the twinkling of a quart pot," went and ransacked the shops 
for them. 

They were not so common in the North as they are now, 
and he was absent a long while , and Gerard getting very im- 
patient, when at last the door opened. Bat it was not Denys. 
Entered sofdy an imposing figure ; an old gentleman in a long 
Bobergowntrimmed with rieh für, eherry-coloured hose , and 
pointed shoes, with a sword by bis side in a morocco scab- 
bard, a ruff round bis neck not only starched severely , but 
treacherously stiffened in fuirows by rebatoes, or a litüe 
hidden framework of wood ; and on bis head a four-comered 
cap with a für border; on bis chin and bosom a majestic white 
beard. Gerard was in no doubt as to the vocation of bis 
visitor, for, the sword excepted, this was as familiär to bim as 
the füll dresB of a physician. Moreover a boy foUowed at his 
heels with a basket, where phials, lint, and sorgical tools, 
rather courted than shunned Observation. The old gentleman 
came sofüy to the bedside, and said mildly and sotto voce, 
"How is*t with thee, my son?** 

Gerard answered gratefully that his wound gave bim 
little pain now; bat his throat was parched, and his head 
heavy. 
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"Awound? thejtoldme not ofthat. Letmeseeit. Ay, 
ay, a good clean bite. The mastiff had sound teeth that took 
this out, I Warrant me:" and the good doctor's sympathj 
seemed to mn off to the quadruped he had conjnred; his 
jackal. 

" This must be cauterized forthwith , or we shall have you 
starting back from water, and toming somersaults in bed 
nnder our hands. 'Tis the year for raving curs, and one hath 
done yonr business; bat we will bafHe him yet, Urchin, go 
heat thine iron." 

"But, sir," edged in Gerard, "'twas no dog, but a bear." 

"A bear ! young man?" remonstrated the senior severely : 
'Hhink what you say ; *tis ill jesting with the man of art who 
bringe his grey hairs and long study to heal yoxL A bear 
quotha ! Had you dissected as many bears as I , or the tithe, 
and drawn their teeth to keep your band in, you would know 
that no bear*s jaw ever made this foolish tri£ing wound. I 
teil you 'twas a dog, and, since you put me to it, I even deny 
that it was a dog of magnitude, but neither more nor less than 
one of these little fünous eurs that are so rife, and run 
devious, biting each manly leg, and laying its wearer low, but 
for me and my leamed brethren, who still stay the mischief 
with knife and cautery." 

^'Alas, sir! when said I *twas a bear's jaw? I said, "A 
bear: it was his paw, now." 

^<And whj didst not teil me that at once?" 

"Because you kept telling me instead." 

" Never oonceal aught from your leeeh , young man ," con- 
tinued the senior, who was a good talker, but one of the worst 
listeners in £urope. *' Well, it is an ül business. All the 
homy ezcrescences of animals,to wit claws of tiger8,panthers, 
badgers, cats, bears, and the like, and hom of deer, and nails 
of humans, espeeially children, are imbued with direst 
poison. YTiad better have been bitten by a cur whatever you 
may say, than gored by bull or stag, or scratched by bear. 
However, shalt have a good biting cataplasm for thy leg; 
meantime keep we the body cool ; put out thy tongue ! good l 
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— fever. Let me feel thj pulse; good! — fever. I ordain 
flebotomy; and on fhe instant." 

^'Flebotomy! that is blood-letting; hnmph? Well no 
matter, if 'tis sure tocure me ; for I will not lie idle here.*' The 
doctor let him know that flebotomy was infallible ; especiallj 
in this case. 

^'Hans, go fetch the things needful; and I will entertain 
the patient meantime with reasons." 

The man of art then explained to Gerard that in disease 
the blood becomes hot and distempered and more er less 
poisonoos; bat, a portion of this unhealthy Uquid removed, 
Nature is fain to create a purer fluid to fill its place. Bleeding 
therefore, being both a cooler and a purifier, was a specific in 
all diseases, for all diseases were febrile, whatever empirics 
might say. 

<< But think not,'' said he warmly, '< that it sufflces to bleed : 
any paltry barber can open a vein (though not all can dose it 
again). The art is to know what vein to empty for what 
disease. T*other day they brought me one tormented with 
earache. I let him blood in the right thigh, and away flew bis 
earache. By-the-by he has died since then. Anotiber came 
with the toothache. I bled him behind the ear, and relieved 
him in a gifly. He is also since dead as it happens. I bled 
our bailiff between the thumb and forefinger for rheumatism. 
Presently he comes to me with a headache and drumming in 
the ears , and holds out his band over the basin ; but I smiled 
at his foUy, and bled him in the left ankle sore against his 
will, and made his head as light as a nut." 

Diverging then from the immediate theme after the man- 
ner of enthusiasts, the reverend teacher proceeded thus : — 

"Know, young man, that two schools of art contend at 
this moment throughout Europe. The Arabian, whose an- 
cient Oracles are Avicenna, Bhazes, Albucazis; and its re- 
vivers are Chauliac and Lanfranc; and the Greek school, 
whose modern Champions are Bessarion, Platinus, and Mar- 
silius Ficinus, but whose pristine doctors were medicine's 
very Oracles, Phoebus, Chiron, ^sculapius, and his sous 
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Podalinus and Machaon, Pytliagoras, Democritus, Praxago- 
ras who invented the arteries, and ßioctes "qui primus urinad 
animmndedit" All these taught orally. Then came Hippo- 
crates, the eighteenth from ^scnlapius, and of him wehave 
majiascripts; to him we owe '*the vital principle." He also 
invented the bandage, and tapped for water on the ehest: and 
above all he dis^cted; yet only quadrupeds; for the brutal 
prejudices of tlie pagan vulgär withheld the human body 
firom the knife of science. Him followed Aristotle, who 
gave US the aorta, the largest blood-vessel in the human 
body." 

" Surely, sir, the Almiglity gave us all ihat is in our bodies, 
and not Aristotle, norany Grecian man," objeeted Gerard 
humbly. 

" Child ! of course He gave us the thing ; but Aristotle did 
more, he gave us the name of the thing. But you men will 
still be talking. The next great light was Galen; he studied 
at Alexandria, then the home of science. He, justly mal- 
content with quadrupeds, dissected apes, as Coming nearer 
to man: and bled like a Trojan. Then catme Theophilus, 
who gave us the nerves, the lacteal vessels, and the pia 
naater." 

This worried Gerard. "I cannot lie still and hear it 
said that mortal man bestowed the parts, which Adam cur 
father took &om Him, who made him of the clay, and us lua 
sons." 

"Was ever such perversity?" said the doctor, his colonj. 
rising. "Who is the real donor of a thing to man? he ^>j^^^ 
plante it secretly in the dark recesses of man'sbody, or t>xe 
leamed vdght who reveals it to his uitelligence, and so en 
riches his mind with the knowledge of it? CJornprehensiou il 
your only true possession. Are you answered? " ^ 

"I am put to silence, sir." 

"And that is better still: for garrulous patients are in *^ 
eure, especiaUy in fever: Isay then that Eristratus iäv-. 
the cerebral nerves and the milk vessels; nay mor^^^ ^ 
the inventor of lithotomy, whatever you may «^ tS^ 
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came another whomlforget: you do somewhat perturb me 
with your petty exceptions. Then came Ammonias the anthor 
of lithotrity, and here comes Hans with the basin — lo stay 
your volubility. Blow thy chafer, boy, and band me the 
basin ; 'tis well. Arabians quotha ! What are they bat a sect 
of yeßterday, who about the year 1000 did fall in with the 
writings of those very Greeks, and read them awry, having 
no coneurrent light of their own? for their demigod, and 
camel-driver, Mahound, impostor in science as in rellgion, 
had ßtrictly forbidden them anatomy, even of the lower ani- 
mals, the whieh he who severeth from medieine, "tollit solem 
e mundo," as TuUy quoth. Nay, wonder not at my fervour, 
goodyouth. Where the generd weal Stands injeopardy, a 
little warmth is civic, humane, and honourable; now there 
is settled of late in thls town a pestilent Arabist, a mere em- 
piric, who despising anatomy, and scarce knowing Greek 
from Hebrew, hath yet spirited away half my patients; and I 
tremble for the rest. Put forth thine ankle ; and thou, Hans, 
breathe on the chafer." 

Whilst matters were in this posture, in came Denys with 
the lemons, and stood surprised. "Whatsport is toward?" 
Said he, raising his brows. 

Gerard coloured a little and told him the leamed doctor 
was going to flebotomize him and cauterize him; that was 
all. 

"Ay! indeed; and yon imp, what bloweth he bot coals 
for?" 

"What should it be for," said the doctor to Gerard, "but 
to cauterize the vein when opened, and the poisonous blood 
letfree? *Tis the only safe way. Avicenna indeed recom- 
mends a ligature of the vein; but how 'tis to be done he saith 
not, nor knew he himself I wot, nor any of the spawn of 
Ishmael. For me, I have no faith in such tricksy ezpedients : 
and take this with you for a safe principle! *whatever an 
Arab or Arabist says is right, must be wrong.' " 

"Oh, Isee now what *tis for," said Denys; " and art thou 
80 simple as to let him put bot iron to thy Uving flesh? didst 
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ever keep thy little finger bnt ten moments in a candle? and 
this will be as niany minutes. Art not content to bum in pur- 
gatory after thy death? must thou needs buy a foretaste on't 
here?" 

"I never thought ofthat," said Gerard gravely: "the 
good doctor spake not of bnming, but of cautery ; to be sure 
'tis all one, but cautery sounds not so fearfid as buming." 

"Imbecilel That is their art; to confound a piain man 
with dark words, tili his hissing flesh lets him know their 
meaning. Now listen to what I have seen. When a soldier 
bleeds from a wound in battle, these leeches say, "Fever. 
Blood him!" and so they bum the wick at t*other end too. 
They bleed the bled. Now at fever's heels comes desperate 
weakness ; then the man needs all his blood to live ; but these 
prickers and bumers, having no forethought, recking nought 
of what is sure to come in a few hours, and seeing like brüte 
beasts only what is under their noses, have meantime robbed 
him of the very blood his hurt had spared him to battle that 
weakness withal; and so he dies exhausted: hundreds have I 
Seen so scratched, and pricked, out of the world, Gerard, and 
tall fellows too: butlol if they have the luckto be wounded 
where no doctor can be had, then they live; this too havel 
Seen. Had I ever outlived that field inBrabant but for my most 
lucky mischance, lack of chirurgery ? The frost choked all 
my bleeding wounds and so I lived. A chirurgeon had pricked 
yet one more hole in this my body with his lance, and drained 
my last drop out, and my spirit with it. Seeing them thus 
distraught in bleeding of the bleeding soldier, I place no trust 
in them; for what slays a veteran may well lay a milk-and- 
water bourgeois low." 

"This sounds like common sense," sighed G^rard lan- 
guidly, "but no needto raise your voice so: Iwas not bom 
deaf, and just now Ihearacutely." 

"Common sense! very common sense indeed," shouted 
the bad listener; "why this is a soldier; a brüte whose 
business is to kill men, not eure them." He added in very 
tolerable French, "Woe be to you, unleamed man, if you 
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come between a physician and bis patient, and woe be to jon, 
misguided youth, if you listen to that man of blood." 

'^Mucbobliged/* saidDenyswith mock politeness; ''bot 
I am a tnie man, and would rob no man of bis name. I do 
somewhat in the way of blood, bat not wortb mention in this 
presence. For one I slay, you slay a score, and for one 
spoonfdl of blood I draw, you spill a tubfoL The world is 
still golled by shows. We soldiers yapour with long swords: 
and even in war beget two foes for every one we kill ; bat yoa 
smooth gownsmen, with soffc phrases and bare bodikins, 'tis 
you that thin mankind." 

'* A sick Chamber is no place for jesting/' cried the phy- 
sician. 

" No, doctor, nor for bawling," said the patient peevi^y. 

" Come, young man," said tiie senior kindly ; "be reason- 
able r Cuilibet in suä arte credendum est. My whole life has 
been given to this art. I studied at Montpelier; the first 
school in France , and by consequence in Europe. There 
leamed I Dririmancy, Scatomancy, Pathology, Therapeasis, 
and, greater than them all, Anatomy. For tibiere we disciples 
of Hippocrates and Galen had opportonities those great an- 
cients never knew. GU)od-bye, quadrupeds and apes*, and 
Paganism, andMohammedanism; we bought of the chorch- 
wardens, we shook the gallows; we imdid the sezton's work 
0* dark nights, penetrated with love of science and oar kind; 
all the authorities had their Orders from Paris to wink; and 
theywinked. Q-ods of Olympus, how they winked ! Thegra- 
cious king assisted us; he sent us twice a year a living crimi- 
nal condenmed to die , and said 'Deal ye with him as science 
asks: dissect him alive, ifyethinkfit.*" 

" By the liver of Herod, and Nero*s beweis, he*ll make me 
blush for the land that bore me, an if he praises it any more," 
shouted Denys at the top of his voice. 

Gerard gave a little squawk, and put his fingers in bis 
ears; but speedily drew them out and shouted angnly, and as 
loudly, *'You great, roaring, blaspheming, biül ofBasan, 
hold your noisy tongue ! " 
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Denys summoned a contrite look. 

"Tush, slightman," saidthe doctorwith calm contempt, 
and vibrated a hand over him as in this age men make a 
pointer dog down Charge ; then flowed majestic on. " We sel- 
dom, ornever, dissectedthe liying criminal, except in part. 
We mostly inoculated them with such diseases as the harren 
time afforded, selecting of course the more interesting ones." 

" That means the foulest," whispered Denys meekly. 

*' These we watched through all their stages, to ma- 
turity." 

'^Meaning the death of the poor rogue ," whispered Denys 
meekly. 

"And now, my poor sufferer, who best merits your con- 
fidence, this honest soldier with his youth, his ignorance, and 
his prejudices, or a greybeard laden with the gaäered wisdom 
ofages?" 

"That is," cried Denys impatiently, "will you believe 
what a jackdaw in a long gown has heard from a starling in a 
long gown, who heard it from a jay-pie , who heard it from a 
magpie, who heard it from a popinjay; or will you believe 
what I, a man with nought to gain by looking awry, nor 
speaking false, have seen; not heard with the ears which are 
given US to gull us, but seen with these sentinels mine eyne, 
seen, seen; to wit that fevered and blooded men die, that 
fevered men not blooded live? stay, who sent for this sang- 
sue? Didyou?" 

"Notl. Ithoughtyouhad." 

"Nay," explained the doctor, "thegoodlandlordtoldme 
one was * down * in his house : so I said to myself , ' a stranger, 
and in need of my art;* and came incontinently." 

" It was the act of a good Christian, sir." 

"Of a good bloodhound," cried Denys contemptuously. 
" What, art thou so green as not to know that all these land- 
lords are in league with certain of their fellow-citizens, who 
pay them toU on each booty ? Whatever you pay this ancient 
for stealing your life blood, of that the landlord takes his 
third for betraying you to him. Nay, more, assoonasever 



188 THE CLOISTEB 

your blood goes down the stair in that basin tiiere, the land- 
lord will see it or smell it, and send swiftlj to bis ondertaker 
and get bis tbird out of tbat job. For if be waited tili tbe 
doctor got down stairs, tbe doctor wonld be beforeband and 
bespeak Jus nnderta^er, and tben he would get tbe black 
tbirds. Say I aootb, old Eouge et Noir ? dites ! " 

"Denys, Denys, wbo taugbt you to tbink so ill of man?" 

'^Mine ejes, tbat are not to be gulled bj wbat men say, 
seeing tbis many a year wbat tbey do, in all tbe lands I 
travel." 

Tbe doctor witb some address made ose of tbese last 
words to escape tbe personal question. ^^Itoo bave eyes as 
well as tboa, and go not by tradition only, but by wbat I bave 
Seen, and not only seen bat done. I bave bealed as many 
men by bleeding, as tbat interloping Arabist bas kiUed for 
want of it. *Twas but t'otber day I bealed one tbreatened 
witb leprosy; I but bled bim attbe tip of tbe nose. I cured 
last year a quartan ague: bow? bled its forefinger. Our 
cur^ lost bis memory. I brougbt it bim back on tbe point of 
my lance ; I bled bim bebind the ear. I bled a dolt of a boy, 
and now be is tbe only one wbo can teil bis rigbt band from 
bis left; in a wbole family of idiots. Wben tbe plague was 
bere years ago, no sbam plague, sucb asempirics proclaim 
every sixyearsorso, but tbe good bonest Byzantine pest, I 
blooded an alderman freely, and cauterized tbe symptomatic 
buboes, andsopulledbimoutoftbegraye: wbereas our tben 
cbirurgeon, a most pemicious Arabist, caugbt it bimself, and 
diedofit, aba, calling on Rbazes, Avicenna, andMabound, 
wbo, could tbey bave come , bad all perisbed as miserably as 
bimself." 

" Oh, my poor ears," sighed Gerard. 

<^And am I fallen so low that one of your presence and 
Speech rejects my art, and listens to a rüde soldier, so far be- 
bind even bis own miserable trade as to bear an arbalest, a 
wom-out invention, that German cbildren sboot at pigeons 
witb, but German soldiers mock at since ever arquebusses 
came and put them down?** 
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"You foul-mouthed old chaxlatan," cried Denys, "the 
arbalest is shouldered hy taller men than ever stood in 
Khenish hose, and even now it kills as many more than your 
noisy, stinking arquebus, as the lancet does than all our toys 
together. Go to! He was no fool who first called you 
'leeches.* Sang-suesI val" 

Grerard groaned; "By the holy virgin , I wish you were 
both at Jericho, bellowing." 

"Thankyou, comrade. Then TU bark nomore, butat 
need I'll bite. If he has a lance, I have a sword ; if he bleeds 
you , 111 bleed him. The moment his lance pricks your skin, 
little one, my sword-hilt knocks a^ainst his ribs: I have 
Said it." ' 

And Denys tumed pale, foided his arms, and looked 
gloomy and dangerous. 

Gerard sighed wearily. "Now, as all this is about me, 
give me leave to say a word." 

"Ay! let the young man choose life or death forhimself." 

Gerard then indirectly rebuked his noisy counsellers by 
contrast and ezample. He spoke with unparalleled calmness, 
sweetness, and gentleness. And tbese were the words of 
Gerard the son of Eli. " I doubt not you both mean me well : 
but you assassinate me between you. Calmness and quiet 
are everything to me; but you are like two dogs growling 
over a bone. 

"And in sooth, bone I should be, did this uproar last 
long," 

There was a dead silence, broken only by. the silvery 
voice of Gerard , as he lay tranquil , and gazed calmly at the 
ceiling, and trickled into words. 

"Firs't, venerable sir, I thank you for coming to see me, 
whether from humanity, or in the way of honest gain: all 
trades must live. 

"Yourleaming, reverendsir, seemsgreat, to me atleast 
and for your experience, your age voucheth it. ' 

" You say you have bled many, and of these mauy manv 
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haye not died tiiereafter, bat lived, and done well. I must 
needfl believe 70U." 

The physician bowed ; Denys gninted. 

" Others you say you have bled , and — they are dead. I 
must needs believe you. 

"Denys knows few things compared with you, but he 
knows them well. He is a man not given to conjecture. This 
I myself have noted. He says he has seen the fevered and 
blooded for the most part die; the fevered and not blooded 
live. I must needs believe him. 

^^Here, then, allisdoubt 

^^But thuB much is ceitain ; if I be bled , I must pay you a 
fee, and bebumt and ezcruciated with a bot iron, whoamno 
felon. 

''Pay a certain price in money and anguish for a doubtful 
remedy, that will I never. 

^'Next to money and ease, peace and quiet are certain 
goods, above all in a sick-room; but *twould seem men cannot 
argue medicine without heat and raised voices; therefore, 
sir, I will essay a little sleep, and Denys will go forth and 
gaze on the females of the place , and I will keep you no 
longer from those who can afPord to lay out blood, and money, 
in flebotomy and cautery.** 

The old physician had naturally a hot temper; he had 
often during this battle of words mastered it with difficulty, 
and now it mastered him. The most dignified course was 
silence; he saw this, and drew himself up and made loftily 
for the door, followed close by his little boy and big basket. 

But at the door he choked, he swelled, he burst. He 
whirled and came back open-mouthed, and the little boy and 
big basket had to whisk semicircularly not to be run down, 
for de minimis non curat Medicina — even when not in a 
rage. 

"Ah I you reject my skill, you scom my art. My revenge 
shall be to leave you to yourself; lost idiot, take your last 
look at me , and at the sun. Your blood be on your head I " 
And away he stamped. 
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But on reachmg the door he whirled and cameback; his 
wicker tail twirling round after him like a cat's. 

"In twelve hours at furthest 70U will be in the secondary 
stage of fever. Your head will split. Your carotids will 
thump. Aha! And let but a pin fall 70U will jump to the 
ceiling. Then send f or me : and TU not come." Hedeparted. 
But at the door-handle gathered fury, wheeled and came 
flying, with pale,terror-8tricken hoy and wicker tail whisking 
after him. " Next will come — csampb of the stomach. Aha ! 

* * Then — bilious vomit. Aha ! 

" Then — cold sweat, and deadly stupob. 

" Then — gonfusion op all thb bensbs. 

" Then — bloodt yomit. 

"And after that nothing can saveyou, notevenl: andif 
1 could I would not, and so f are well ! " 

Even Denjs changed colour at threats so fervent and pre- 
eise; but Gerard only gnashed his teeth with rage at the 
noise, and seized his hard bolster with kindling eye. 

This added fiiel to the fire and brought the insulted 
ancient back from the impassable door, with his whisking 
train. 

''And after that — xadnbss ! 

"And after that — black vomit ! 

"And then — conyülsions ! 

"And then — that cbssation op all yital fumctions thb 
vuLGAB CALL *DBATH,* for which thauk your own Satanic folly 
andinsolence, farewell.** Hewent. He came. Heroared, 
"And think not to be buried in any Christian churchyard ; for 
the bailiff is my good friend , and I shall teil him how and 
whyyoudied: felodese! felodesel Farewell." 

Gerard sprang to his feet on the bed by some super- 
natural gymnastic power ezcitement lent him, and, seeing 
him so moved, the vindictive orator came back at him fiercer 
than ever, to launch some master-threat the world has un- 
happily lost: for as he came with his whisking train, and 
shaking his fist, Gerard hurled the bolster furiously in bis 
face, and knocked him down like a shot, the boy's head 
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cracked under bis falling master's, and crash went fhe dumb- 
stricken orator into the basket; and there sat wedged in an 
inverted angle, crushlng phial afterphial. Theboy, being 
light, was strewed afar; but in asquattmg posture: sothat 
they Bat in a sequence like graduated specimens, the smaller 
howling. But soon the doctor^s face fiUed with horror, and 
he uttered a far louder and unearthly screech, and kicked 
and struggled with wonderful agility fr^r one of bis age. 

He was sitting on the bot coals. 

They had singed the cloth and were now biting the man. 
Struggling wildly but vainly to get out of the basket, he 
roUed yelling over with it aide ways, and lo! agreat bissing: 
then the humane Gerard ran and wrenched off the tight 
basket not without a struggle. The doctor lay on bis face 
groaning, bandsomely singed with bis own chafer, and slaked 
a moment too late by bis own villainous Compounds , wbicli 
bowever, being as various and even beautiful in colour, as 
they were odious in taste, had strangely diversified bis grey 
robe and painted it more gaudy than neat. 

Gerard andDenys raised bim up andconsoled bim. ^'Cou- 
rage , man, *tis but cautery ; balm of Gilead ; wby you recom- 
mended it but now to my comrade bere." 

The physicianreplied only by a lookof concentrated spite, 
and went out in dead silence , thrusting bis stomach forth be- 
fore bim in the drollest way. The boy followed bim next 
moment, but in that slight interval he left; off whining, burst 
in a grin, and conveyed to the culprits by an unreüned gesture 
bis accurate comprehension of , and rapturous thougb com- 
pressed joy at, bis master*s disaster. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



Thb worthj physician went home and told hiß hoose- 
keeper he was in agony from '^ a bad bum." Those were the 
words. For in phlogistic, as in other things, we cauterize our 
neighbour*8 digits, but bum our own fingers. His house- 
keeper applied some old woman's remedj mild as milk. He 
submitted like a lamb to her experience : his sola object in the 
case of this patient being eure : meantime he made out his bill 
for broken phials, and took measures to have the travellers 
imprisoned at once. He made oath before a magistrate that 
they, being strangers and indebted to him, meditated instant 
flight from the township. 

AlasI it was his unlucky day. His sincere desire, and 
honest endeavour, to perjure himself , were baffled by a cir- 
comstance he had never foreseen nor indeed thought pos- 
sible. 

He had spoken the tnith. 

And IN AN ATFmAYIT ! 

The officers, on reaching the "Silver Ldon," found the 
birds were flown. 

They went down to the river , and, from intelligence they 
received there, started up the bank in hot pursuit. 

This temporary escape the £riends owed to Denys' good 
sense and Observation. After a peal of laughter , that it was 
a cordial to hear, and after yenting his watchwordthree times, 
he tomed short grave, and told Gerard Düsseldorf was no 
place for them. " That old fellow ," said he , " went off'onna- 
turally silent for suchababbler: we are strangers here: the 
haÜiffü Jus frtend: in üve minutes we shall lie in a dongeon for 
assaulting a Düsseldorf dignity: are you strong enough to 
hobble to the water*s edge? it is hard by. Once there you 
have but to lie down in a boat instead of abed: and what is 
theodds?" 
The aoister aüd the HeartK L 1^ 
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<' The odds? Deny8? nntold, and all in favonr of ihe boat 
I pine for Rome: for Rome is my road to Sevenbergen: and 
then we shall lie in the boat, bat oh the Rhine, the famons 
Rhine : the cool, refrcshing ^line. I feel its breezes Coming: 
the very sight will eure a little hop-o'-my-thumb fever like 
mine ; away ! away ! " 

Finding bis excitable friend in this mood, Denys settled 
hastily wiüi the landlord, and they hnrried to the river. On 
inquiry they found to their dismay that the public boat was 
gone this half-hour , and no other would start that day , being 
aftemoon. By dint however of asking a great many qnes- 
tions, andcollectingacrowd, they obtained an offer ofa pri- 
vate boat from an old man and bis two sons. 

This was duly ridiculed by a bystander. '< The current is 
too strong for three oars." 

^^ Then my comrade and I will help row ,** said the invalid. 

" No need ,** said the old man. '< Bless your silly heart , he 
owns t'other boat." 

There was a powerful breeze right astem; the beatmen 
set a broad sail, and, rowing also, went off at a spanking 
rate. 

"Are ye better, lad, for the river breeze?" 

" Much better. But indeed the doctor did me good.'* 

" The doctor? Why you would none of bis eures." 

" No, but I mean — you will say I am nought — but knock- 
ing the old fool down — somehow — it soothed me." 

^'Amiable dove! how thy little character openflmore and 
more eveiy day, like a rosebud. I read thee all wrong at 
first." 

"Nay, Denys, mistake me not, neither. I trust I had 
bome wilh bis idle threats, thou^ in sooth bis voice went 
through my poor ears: but he was an infidel , or next door to 
one, and such I have been taught to abhor. Did he not as 
good as say, we owed cur inward parts to men with long 
Greek names , and not to Hirn , whose name is but a syllable, 
but whose band is over all the earth? Pagan I " 
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"So you knocked him down forthwith — like a good 
Christian." 

"Now Denys, you will still be jesting. Take not an ill 
man's part ! Had it been a thunderbolt from Heaven , he had 
met but fts due ; yet he took but a sorry bolster from this 
weak arm.*' 

" What weak ann?" inquired Denys with twinkling eyes. 
"I have lived among anns, and by Samson's hairy pow never 
saw I one more like a catapult. The bolster wrapped round 
his nose and the two ends kissed behind his head, and his 
forehead resounded, and had he been Goliah, or Julius 
Csesar, instead of an old quacksalver, down he had gone. 
St. Denys guard me from such feeble opposites as thou! and 
above all from their weak arme — thou diabolical young 
hypocrite." 

The riyer took many tums, and this sometimes brought 
the wind on their aide instead of right astem. Then they all 
moyed to the weather side to prevent the boat heeling over 
too much ; all but a child of about five years old, the grandson 
of theboatman, and his darling: this urchin had slippedon 
board at the moment of starting, and being too light to afPect 
the boat*8 trim was above, or rather below, the laws of nayi- 
gation. 

They sailed merrily on, little conscious that they were 
pursued by a whole posse of constables armed with the bailiffs 
writ , and that their pursuers were Coming up with them : for, 
if the wind was streng, so was the current. 

And now Gerard suddenly remembered that this was a 
very good way to Rome but not to Burgundy. " Oh Denys," 
seid he , with an almost alarmed look , "this is not your road." 

"I know it ," Said Denys quietly. "But what can I do ? I 
cannot leave thee tili the fever leaves thee : and 'tis on thee 
still ; for thou art both red and white by tums ; I have watched 
thee. I must e'en go on to Cologne I doubt, and then strike 
across." 

"Thank Heaven," said Grerard, joyfully. He added 
eagerly with a little touch of self-deception , " *Twere a sin to 

13* 
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be 80 near Cologne and not see it Oh man, it i« a vast and 
ancient city, such as I have offcen dreamed of, bat ne'er kad 
the good luck to see. Me miserable , by what hard fortane do 
I come to it now. Well then, Denys/* continued the joung 
man less wannly , "it is old enongh to have beenionnded by 
a Roman lady in the fint centuiy of grace, and sacked by 
Attila the barbarous, and afterwards sore defaced by the 
Norman Lothäire. And it has a church for every week in the 
year, forbye chapels and churches innomerableofconvents 
and nrnmeries , and above all the stapendioos minster yet an- 
finiflhed, andtherein, bat in their ownchapel, lie thethree 
kings that brooght gifts to oor Lord, Melchior gold, and 
Gaspar firankincense, and Balthasar the black king, he 
broaght myrrh: and over their bonos Stands the ahnne ihe 
wonder of the world; it is of ever-shining brass brighter than 
gold , stadded with images fairly wroaght , and inlaid with ex- 
quisite devices , and brave with coloors ; and two broad stripes 
run to and fro of je weis so great so rare , each might adom a 
crown or ransom its wearer at need: and upon it stand the 
three kings curioasly coonterfeited, two in solid silver richly 
gilt; these be bareheaded; bat he of ^thiop ebony, and 
beareth a golden crown : and in the midst oar blessed Lady in 
yirgin silver , with Christ in her arms ; and at the comers , in 
golden branches, foor goodly waxen tapers do bam night and 
day. Holy eyes have watched and renewed that light an- 
ceasingly for ages, and holy eyes shall watch them in saacala. 
I teil ^ee, Denys, the oldest song, the oldest Flemish or Ger- 
man legend, foand them baming, and they shall light the 
earth to its grave. And there is St UrseFs charch , a British 
saint's, where lie her bones and all the other virgins her fel- 
lows : eleven thoasand were they who died for the faith , being 
put to the sword by barbarous Moors, on the twenty-third day 
of Oetober, two hundred and thirty-eight: their bonos are 
piled in the vaults , and many of their skolls are in the charch. 
St. Ursel's is in a thin golden case, and stände on the high 
altar, bat shown to humble Chnstians only on solemn days." 
"Eleven thoasand virgins!" cried Denys. "Whatbabies 
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German men must have been in days of yore. Well: wonld 
all their bones might tum flesh again, and their skullB sweet 
faces, as we pass through the gates. 'Tis odds bntsome of 
them are weuried of their estate by this time.** 

"Tush, DenysI" Bald Gerard; "wby wilt thou, being 
good, still. make thyself seem evil? If thy wishing-cap be 
on, pray that we may meet the meauest she of all those wise 
yirgins in the next w(nrld: and, tothatend, let os reverence 
their holy dust in this one. And then there is the church of 
the Maccabees, and the caldron, in which they and their 
mother Solomona were boiled by a wicked king for refusing 
to eat swine's flesh.'* 

<<Operemptoryking! and pig-headed Maccabees! Ihad 
eaten bacon with my pork liever than change places atthe 
fire with my meat" 

" What scurvy words are these? it was their faith." 

''Nay, bridle thy choler, and teil me, are there nonght 
bat churches in this thy so vaunted city ? For I affect ral£er 
Sir Knight than Sir Priest." 

"Ay, mariy, there is an university near a hnndred years 
cid ; and there is a market-place ; no fairer in the 'world : and 
at the foiir sides of it honses great as palaces; and there is a 
stupendious senate-hoose all covered with Images, and at 
the head of them Stands one of stout Herman Gryn, a soldier 
like thyself, lad." 

"Ay. Teil me of him! what feat of arms eamed him his 
niche?" 

"A rare one. He slew a lion in fair combat, with nooght 
but his cloak and a short sword. He throst the cloak in the 
brate's moath, and cut his spine in twain, and there is the 
man's effigy and eke the lion's to prove it. The like was 
never done bntbythree morelween; Samsonwas one, and 
Lysimachus of Macedon another, andBenaiah, a captain of 
David'shost." 

*' Mairy ! three tall fellows. I woold like well to snp with 
them all to-night." 

" So would not I," Said Gerard drily. 



198 THE CLOISTEK 

"But teil me," saidDenTS, with some sorpriBe, "niien 
wast thou in Cologne?" 

'' Never, bat in the spirit. I prattle with the good monks 
by the waj, and thej teil me all the notable things both old 
and new." 

"Ay, ay, have not I seen your nose ander their very 
cowls? But when I speak of matten that are out of sight, 
my words they are small, and the thingitwasbig: now thy 
words be as big or bigger than the things; art a good limner 
with thy tongue; I have said it: and, for a saint, as ready 
with band, or steel, or bolster — as any poor sinner living: 
and so, shall 1 teil thee which of all these things thou hast 
described draws me to Cologne?" 

"Ay, Denys." 

"lliou, and thou only; no dead saint, bat my liying 
friend and comrade true; 'tis thoa alone draws Denys of 
Burgundy to Cologne.** 

Gerard hang bis head. 

At Ulis juncture one of the younger boatmen suddenly in- 
quired what was amiss with " little tumip-face ? ** 

His young nephew thus described had just come aft grave 
as a judge, and burst out ciying in the midst without more 
ado. Onthis phenomenon, sosharplydefined, he was sub- 
jected to many interrogatories, some coaxingly uttered, some 
not. Had he hurt himself ? had he over-ate himself ? was he 
frightened? washecold? washesick? was he an idiot? 

To all and each he uttered the same reply, which English 
writers render thus, oh ! oh I oh ! and French writers thus, hi ! 
hü hil So fixed are Fiction*8 phonetics. 

"Who can teil what ails the peevish brat?** snarled the 
young boatman impatiently. " Eather look this way and teil 
me whom be these after!'* The old man and his other son 
looked , and saw four men Walking along the east bank of the 
river; at the sight they left; rowing awhile, and gathered 
mysteriously in the stem, whispering and casting glances 
altemately at their passengers and the pedestrians. 

The sequel may show they would have employed spe- 
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ctdation better in trying to fathom Xhe tumip-face mysteJ^ • 
I beg pardon of my age: I mean "the deep mind of dauntl^^ 
infancy." 

"If *tis as I doubt," whispered one of the young m^^^ 
" why not give them a squeak for their Uvea; let us make f^^ 
the west bank." 

The old man objected stoutly. "What," said he, "rrua> 
our heads into trouble for strangers? are ye mad? Nay, 1©* 
US rather cross to the east side : still side with the strong arm l 
that is my rede. Whatsayyou, Werter?" 

"I say, please yourselves." 

What age and youth could not decide upon, a puff of wind. 
settled most impartially. Game a squall and the little vessel 
heeled over: the men jumped to windwaxd totrimher: bu.t, 
to their horror, they saw in the very boat from stem to sterri 
a ditch of water rushing to leeward, and the next moment they- 
saw nothing, but feit the Rhine : the cold and rushing Bhine. 

"Tumip-face" had drawn the plug. 

The officers unwound the cords from their waists. 

Gerard could swim like a duck; but the best swimmer 
canted out of a boat capsized, must sink ere he can Bwixn^ 
The dark water bubbled loudly over hls head, and then Ix^ 
came up almost blind and deaf for a moment: the next, 1^^ 
saw the black boat bottom uppermost, and figures clingii^ 
to it: he sliook bis head like a water-dog and made fox it K^ 
a »ort of unthinking imitation : but ere he reached it Ke liea ^ 
a voice bebind bim cry not loud but with deep manly diatT 
«Adieu, comrade, adieu I" ^^^^Bs, 

He looked, and there was poorDenys sinkii^g «• i^. 
weighed down by bis wretched arbalest. His f a^ ^^^^^^^S» 
and his eyes staring wide, and tumed despairiij^ JT^ P^^e, 
dear firiend. Qerard uttered a wild cry of lov^ ^ ^^ ^ 
and made for bim, cleaving the water madly • V^*^^ terror, 
moment Denys was under water. ' ^^ t![ie next 

The nesct, öerard was after bim. 

The oflELcers knotted arope andthrewthQ f^vkJ» , 
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CHAPTEB XXVIII. 

Thikob good and evil balance themselyes in a remarkable 
manner; and almost uniyersallj. The steel bow attached to 
the arbalestrier's back, and carried above bis head, badsnnk 
him. Thatvery steel bow, owing to that very position, coold 
not escape €rerard*8 hands, one of whicb grasped it, and the 
other went between the bow and the cord; which was as 
good. The next moment, Denjs, hj means of bis cross- 
bow, was hoisted with so eager a jerk that half his body 
bobbed up out of water. 

"Now, grip me not! grip me not!" cried G^erard, in 
mortal terror of that fatal mistake. 

"Pas si bßte," gurgled Denys. 

Seeing the sort of stuff he had to deal with, Gerard was 
hopeful and calm directly. ^' On thy back,** said he sharply, 
and seizing the arbalest and taking a stroke forward he 
aided the desired movement. "Hand on my Shoulder! slap 
the water with the other band! No — with a downwaid 
motion : so. Do nothing more than I bid thee.** Grerard had 
got hold of Denys*s long hair, and twisting it hard, caught 
tiie end between his side teeth, and with the strong muscles 
of his youthful neck easily kept up the soldier's head, and 
Struck out lustily across the current. A moment he had 
hesitated which side to make for, little knowing the awfdl 
importance of that simple decision; then, seeing the west 
bank a trifle nearest, he made towards it, instead of swim- 
ming to jail like a good boy, and so fumishing one a novel 
incident. Owing to the force of the current they slanted con~ 
siderably, and, when they had covered near a hundred 
yards, Denys murmured uneasily, "How much more of it?** 

"Courage,** mumbled Gerard. " Whatever a duck knows, 
a Dutchman knows ; art safe as in bed.** 

The next moment, to their surprise, they found them- 
selves in shallow water; and so waded ashore. Once on terra 
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firma, they looked at one another £rom head to foot as if 
eyes could devour, then by one Impulse flung each an arm 
round the other*8 neck, and panted there with hearts too Ml 
to speak. And at this sacred moment life was sweet as 
heaven to both; sweetest perhaps to the poor exiled lover, 
who had just saved bis friend. Oh , joy to whose height what 
poet has yet soared, or ever tried to soar? To save a human 
life: and that life a loved one. Such moments are worth 
living for, ay threescore years and ten. And then, calmer, 
they took hands, and so walked along the bank hand-in-hand 
like apair of sweethearts, scarce knowing or canng whither 
they went. 

The boat people were all safe on the late concave now 
convex craft. Herr Tumip-face, the "Inverter of things,** 
being in the middle. All this fracas seemed not to have 
essentially deranged bis habits. At least he was greeting 
when he shot our friends into the Bhine, and greeting when 
they got out again. 

" Shall we wait tili they right the boat? " 

"No, Denys, our f are is paid ; we owe them nought. Let 
nson, andbriskly." 

Denys assented^ observing that they could walk all the 
way to Cologne on this bank. 

" I fare not to Cologne ," was the calm reply 

"Why, whither then?" 

"ToBurgundy." 

"ToBurgundy? Ah,.no! that is too good to be sooth." 

'' Sooth 'tis ; and sense into the bargain. What matters it 
to me how I go to Borne? " 

"Nay, nay; youbutsayso to pleasure me. The change 
is too sudden: and think me not so ill hearted as take you at 
your Word. Also did I not see your eyes sparkle at the 
wonders of Cologne? the churches , the Images, the relics — " 

^^How dull art thou, Denys; that was when we were to 
enjoy them together. Churches ; I shall see plenty, go Bome- 
wardhowIwiU. Thebonesof saintsandmartyrs; alasl the 
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World 18 fall of them : bat a £riend like thee , where on earth'a 
face shall I find another? No, I will not tarn thee farther firom 
the road that leads to thy dear home, and her that pines for 
thee. Neither will I rob myself of thee by leaving thee, 
Since I drew thee oat of Rhme I love thee better than I did. 
Thou art my pearl: I fished thee; and most keep thee. So 
gainsay me not, or thoa wilt bring back my fever; bat cry 
coorage, andleadon; and hey for Bargandy I'* 

Denys gave a joyfdl caper. "Coarage! va pour la 
Boargogne. Oh! soyez tranqaille! cette fois 11 est bien d^ 
cid^ment mort, ce coqain Ik.** And they tamedtheir backs 
on the Rhine. 

On thifl decision making itself clear, across thß Rhine there 
was a commotion in the little party that had been wiatching 
thediscassion, and the friends had not taken many steps, ere 
a Yoice came to them over the water. ^^ Halt l *' 

Gerard tamed, and saw one of those foar holding out a 
badgeof Office and aparchmentslip. Hisheartsank; for he 
was a good Citizen, and ased to obey the voice that now bade 
him tarn again to Düsseldorf — the Law*8. 

Denys did not share his scraples. He was a Frenchman, 
and despised every other nation, laws inmates and customs 
incladed. He was a soldier, and took a military yiew of the 
Situation. Saperiorforceopposed; riverbetween; rearopen; 
why, 'twas retreat made easy. He saw at a glance that the 
boat still driffced in mid stream , and there was no ferry nearer 
than Düsseldorf. '^ I shall beat a retreat to that hill ,*' said he, 
"andthen, beingoutofsight, qaickstep." 

They sauntered off. 

"Halt, in the bailiff *s name ! '* cried a voice from the shore. 

Denys tamed roand and ostentatioasly snapped his fingers 
at the bailiff, and proceeded. 

"Halt! in the archbishop's name." 

Denys snapped his fingers at his grace , and proceeded. 

"Halt! in the emperor*s name." 

Denys snapped his fingers at his majesty, and proceeded. 

Gerard saw this needless pantomime with regret, and as 
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soon as they had passed the brow of the hill said, "There is 
now but one course, we must run to Burgundy instead of 
Walking;^' and he set off, and ran the best part of a ieague 
without stopping. 

Denys was fairly blown, and mquired what on earth had 
become of Gerard*s fever. " I begin to miss it sadly," said he 
drily. 

"IdroppeditinRhme, Itrow," wasthereply. 

Presently they came to a little village, and here Denys 
porchased a loaf and a huge bottle of Rhenish wine. For he 
Said " we must sleep in some hole or comer. If we lie at an inn 
we shall be taken in our beds." This was no more than com- 
mon prudence on the old soldier's part. 

The official network for catching law-breakers, especially 
plebeian ones, was very close in tbat age; though the co« 
Operation of the public was almost null, at all events upon 
the Continent. The innkeepers were everywhere under close 
Borveillance as to their travellers, for whose acts they were 
even in some degree responsible, more so it would seem than 
for their sufferings. 

The Mends were both glad when the sun set: and de- 
lighted, when after a long trudge under the stars (for the 
moon, if I remember right, did not rise tili about 3 in the 
moming) they came to a large bam belonging to a house at 
some distance. A quantity of barley had been lately thrashed : 
for the heap of straw on one side the thrashing-floor was al- 
most as high as the unthrashed com on the other. 

"Here be two royal beds," said Denys, "which shall we 
lieon, themow, or the straw?" 

" The straw for me," said Gerard. 

They sat on the heap, and ate their brown bread, and 
drank their wine, and then Denys covered his friend up in 
straw, and heaped it high above him, leaving him only a 
breathing-hole: "Water they say is death to fevered men; 
I'll make warm water on't any how." 

Gerard bade him make his mind easy. " These few drops 
from Bhine cannot chill me. I feel heat enough in my body 
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now to parch a kennel , or boil a cload if I was in one." And 
with this epigram bis consdousness went so rapidly he miglit 
really be said to ^^fall asleep." 

Denjs, who lay awake awhile/ heard that which made 
him nestle closer. Horses' hoofs came ringing up from Dussel- 
dorf , and the wooden bam vibrated as äey ratüed past 
howling in a manner too well known and understood in tiie 
15th Century, bat as onfamiliar inEurope nowas a redlndian's 
war-whoop. 

Denys shook where be lay. 

Gerard slept like a top. 

It all swept by, and troop and bowls died away. 

The stout soldier drew a long breath; whistled ina 
whisper; closedhiseyes; and slept like top 2. 

In the moming he sat up and pnt ont bis band to wake 
Ghrard. It lighted on the yoong man's forebead , and fonnd 
it quite wet. Denys then in bis quality of nurse forbore to 
wake bim. **It is ill to check sleep or sweat in a sick man," 
said he. ''I know tbat far, thougb I ne'er minced ape nor 
gallows-bird." 

After waitmg a good honr, be feit desperately bnngiy: so 
he tumed and in seft-defence went to sleep again. 

Poor fellow, in bis hard life he had been often dmen to 
this manoenyre. At high noon be was waked by Geraid 
moving, and foond bim sitting np with the straw emoking 
round bim like a dungbill. Animal heat versus moistore. 
Gerard called bim 'alazyloon." He quietly grinned. 

They set out, and the first tbing Denys did was to gi^ 
Gerard bis arbalest, etc., and mount a high tree onthe 
road. " Coast clear to the next village ," 4said he , and on tb^J 
went. 

On drawing near the yillage Denys halted and suddenlf 
inquired of Gerard how be feit. 

"Wbat! canyounotsee? IfeelasifEome wasnofturtiicr 
than yon hamlet.*' 

«But thy body, lad; thy skin?" 

"Neitber bot nor cold : and yesterday 'twas bot one wh^^^ 
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It was a dismal night, dark as pitch and blowing bard. 
Thej could neither see, nor hear, nor be aeen nor heard: 
and for aught I know passed like ghosts close to their foes. 
These they ahnest forgot m the natural horrors of the black 
tempestuous night, m which they seemed to grope andhew 
their way as in black marble. When the moon rose thej were 
many a league from Düsseldorf. But they still tmdged on. 
Presently they came to a huge building. 

''Courage!*' cried Denys, ''I think Iknow tbis convent 
Ay, itis. We arein the see of Juliers. Cologne has no power 
here." 

The next moment they were safe within the waUs. 



CHAPTEB XXX. 

Hebb G^rard made acquaintance with a monk, who had 
constructed the great dial in the prior*s garden, and a wheel 
for drawing water, and a winnowing machine fbr the grain, 
&c. ; and had ever some ingenious mechanism on band. He 
had made several psalteries and two dulcimers , and was now 
attempting a set of regalles, or little organ for the choir. 

Now Gerard played the h^umble pstdtery a little: but the 
monk touched that instrument divinely , and showed him most 
agreeably what a novice he was in music. He also illuminated 
finely, but could not write so beautifully as Gerard. Com- 
paring their acquirements with the eamestness and simplicity 
of an age in which accomplishments implied a true natural 
bent, Youth and Age soon became like brothers , and G^rard 
was pressed hard to stay that night. He consulted Denys, 
who assented with a rueful shrug. 

Gerard told bis old new friend whither he was going, 
and described their late adventures, softening down the 
bolster. 

''Alack!*' Said the good old man, ''I have been a great 
traveller in my day: but none molested me." He then told 
him to avoid inns; they were always haunted byrogues and 
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rojsteren, whence his soul might take härm even did bis 
^odj escape ; and to manage each day's joumej so as to lie at 
(ome peaceM monastery; then suddenly breaking off and 
ooking as sharp as a needle at Gerard, he asked him how 
ong since he had been sbriven? Gerard coloured up and 
replied feebly — 

"Better than a fortnight." 

"And thou an exorcist! No wonder perils have over- 
;aken thee. Come, thou most be assoiled out of band." 

"Yes, fatber," said Gerard, "andwitb all minebeart;*' 
uid was sinking down to bis knees, witb bis bands joined; 
3Xit tbe monk stopped bim half fretfiilly — 

"Not to me! not to mel not to me! lam as füll of tbe 
p^orld as ibou or any he tbat lires in*t. My wbole soul it is in 
bliese wooden pipes, and sorry leatbem stops, wbicb sball 
perisb — witb tbem whose minds are fixed on sucblike 
iranities." 

"Dear father," said Gerard, "tbey are for tbe use of tbe 
Cburcb , and surely tbat sanctifies tbe pains and labour spent 
£)n tbem?" 

" Tbat is ivßt what tbe devil bas been wbispering in mine 
sar tbiswbile," said tbe monk, puttingone band bebind bis 
back and sbaking bis finger ha&tbreateningly, half play- 
fiüly , at Gerard: "be was even so kind and äougbtful as to 
[nind me tbat Solomon built tbe Lord a boose witb rare bang- 
ings, and tbat tbis in bim was counted gracioos and no sin. 
Ob! be can quote Scripture rarely. But I am not so simple a 
monk as you tbink,my lad," cried tbe good fatber witb sudden 
defiance, addressing not Gerard but — ^Vacancy. " Tbis one toy 
Qnisbed , yigils , fasts , and prayers for me ; prayers standing, 
prayers lying ontbe cbapel floor, and prayers in a rigbt good 
tub of cold water." He nudged Gerard and winked bis eye know- 
ingly. "Notbing he bates and dreads like seeing us monks 
at our orisons up to our chins in cold water. For corpus domat 
aqua. So now go confess tby little trumpery sins, pardon- 
able in youtb and secularity , and leave me to mine , sweet to 
me as honey , and to be ezpiated in proportion." 
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Gkrardbowed his head, but coold not help Baying, ''Where 
shall I find a confessor more holj and dement?'' 

^<In each of these cells/' replied tfae m<mk, aimplj (^ey 
were now in the conidor): *Hhere go to Biotiier Anflehn, 
yonder." 

Gerard followed the monk's direction and made for a cell; 
but the doors were pretty close to one another, and it seems 
he mistook; for just as he was about to tap, he heard his old 
friend crylng to him in an agitated whisper, ^'Najl naj! 
nay!" Hetumed, and there was the monk at his celldoor in 
a Strange state of anziety, going up and down and beating tiie 
air double-handed, like a bottom sawyer. Gkrard reallj 
thought the ceU he was at must be inhabited bj some 
dangerous wild beast, if not by that personage, whoee pre- 
sence in the convent had been so distinctly proclaimed. He 
looked back inquiringly and went on to the next door. Then 
his old friend nodded his head rapidly , bursting in a moment 
into a comparatively blissful ezpression of face, and shot 
back into Ms den. He took his hour-glass, tumed it, and 
went to work on his regalles: and often he looked up, and 
Said to himself, "Well-a-day, the sands howswift theynrn 
when the man is bent over earthly toys.'* 

Father Anselm was a venerable monk, with an ample 
head, and aface all dignity and love. Therefore Q^erard in 
confessing to him, and replying to his gentle though search- 
ing questions, could not help thinking, "here is ahead! — 
Oh dear I oh dear I I wonder whether you will let me draw it 
when I have done confessing." And so his own head got con- 
fused, and he forgot a crime or two. However he did not 
lower the bolstering this time: nor was he so uncandid as to 
detract from the pagan character of the bolstered. 

The penance inflicted was this: he was to enter the con- 
vent church, and prostrating himself, kiss the lowest step of 
thealtarthreetimes: then kneelingon the floor, tosaythree 
patemosters and a credo: '^this done come back to me on the 
instant." 
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Accordingly, his Short mortification performed, Gerard 
retumed and foiind Father Anselm spreading plaster. 

"After the soul the body," saidhe; "knowthati amthe 
chirurgeon here, for want of a better. This is going on thy 
leg; to cool it, not to bum it, the saints forbid." 

Dnring the Operation, the monastic leech, who had na- 
turally been interested by the Düsseldorf brauch of Gerard's 
confession , rather sided with Denys upon " bleeding." " We 
Dominicans seldom let blood now-a-days ; the lay leeches say 
'tis firom timidity and want of skill; but, in sooth, we have 
long found that simples will eure most of the ills that can be 
cured at all. Besides they never kill in capable hands; and 
other remedies slay like thunderbolts. As for the blood, the 
Vulgate saith expressly it is *the life of a man.' And in 
medicine or law, as in divinity , to be wiser than the AU-wise 
is to be a fool. Moreover, simples are mighty. The little 
foTir-footed creature that kills the poisonous snake , if bitten 
herseif finds an herb powerful enough to quell that poison, 
though stronger and of swifter Operation than any mortal 
malady; and we, taught byherwisdom, and our own tradi- 
tions, still search and try the virtues of those plants the good 
God hath strewed this earth with, some to feed men's bodies, 
some to heal them. Only in desperate ills we mix heavenly 
with earthly virtue. We steep the hair or the bones of 
some dead saint in the medicine, and thus work marvellous 
eures/' 

" Think you, father, it is along of the reliques? for Peter 
aFloris, aleamed leech and nopagan, denies it stoutly." 

"Whatknows Peter aFloris? And whatknowl? Itakc 
not on me to say we can command the saints, and, will they 
nill they, can draw corporal virtue fröm their blest remains. 
But I see that the patient drinking thus in faith is often 
bettered as by a charm. Doubtless faith in the recipient is 
for much in aU these eures. But, so 'twas ever. A sick wo- 
man , Ihat all the Jewish leeches f ailed to eure , did but touch 
Christ's garment and was healed in a moment. Had she not 
touched that sacredpiece of cloth she had never been healed 
The QoUter and the Hcarih. /. 14 
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Had she without faith not toached it onlj, bat wom it to 
her grave, I trow ehe had been none the better for *t. Bot 
we do ill to search these things too corlously. All we see 
around üb calls for faith. Have then a little patience! We 
■haU 80on know all. Meantime, I, thj confessor for the 
nonce , do strictly forbid thee on thj 80iil*8 health to hearken 
leamed lay folk on things religioas. Arrogance is their bane ; 
with it thej ihut heaven's open door in their own faces. Mind 
I Ray leamed laics. Unleamed ones have often been mjr 
masters in homility, and maj be thine. Thj wonnd is cared 
for; in three days *twill be bat a scar. And now God speed 
thee, and the saints make thee as good, and as happj, as 
thou art beautifal and gracioos.'* Gerard hoped there was 
no need to part yet; for he was to dine in the refectory. Bot 
Father Anselm told him, with a shade of regret jost per- 
ceptible and no more , that he did not leave his cell this week, 
being himself in penitence: and, with this he took Gerard's 
head delicately in both hands, and kissedhim on thebrow: 
and almost before the cell door had closed on him, was back 
to his pioas Offices. Gerard went away chilled to the heart by 
the Isolation of the monastic life : and saddened too. '^Alas ! " 
he thought, ''here is a kind face I must never look to see 
again on earth; a kind yoice gone from mine ear and my 
heart for ever. There is nothing bat meeting and parting in 
this Borrowfal World. WeU-a-dayl weU-a-dayl" Thispensire 
mood was interrapted by a yoang monk who came for him and 
tookhim to the refectory; there he foand several monks eeated 
ata table, and Denys standing like a poker, being examined 
as to the towns he shoald pass through: the friars then 
clubbed their knowledge, and markedoattheroate, noting 
all the religioas hoases on or near that road; and this they 
gare Gerard. Then sapper, and after it the old monk 
earried Gerard to his cell, and they had an eager chat, and 
the friar incidentally revealed the caase of his pantomime in 
the corridor. " Ye had wellnigh fallen into Brother Jerome's 
clutches. Yen was his cell.*' 

"Is Father Jerome an ül man, then?" 
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"Anillman?" and the friar crossed himself ; "asaint, an 
anchorite, theverypUlarofthishoose! He had sent ye bare- 
foot to Loretto. Nay, I forgot, y*are bound for Italy: the 
spiteful old — Saint upon earth , had sent ye to Canterbory or 
Compostella. But Jerome was bom old and with a cowl; 
Anselm and I were boys once; and wicked beyond anything 
you can imagine" (Gerard wore a somewhat incredulous 
look): '^this keeps us humble more or less, and makes us 
reasouably lenient to youtb and bot blood." 

Then, at Gerard's eamest request, one more heavenly 
strain upon the psalterion, andsotob^, the troubled spirit 
ealmed, and the sore heart sootfaed. 

I hare described in fall this day, marked only by contrast, 
a day that came like oil on waves after so many passions and 
perijs — because it mnst stand in this narrative as the repre* 
sentatire of many sueh days which now succeeded to it. For 
onr trarellers on their weaiy way ezperienced that, which 
most of my readers will find in the longer joumey of life, vus., 
that stirring events are not evenly distributed over the whole 
road, bat come by fits and Starts, and, as it were, in clasters, 
To some eztent tiiis may be becaase they draw one another 
by links more or less subtle. But there is more in it than that. 
It happens so. Life is an intermittent fever. Now all nar- 
rators, whether of history or fiction, are compelled to slor 
these barren portions of time — or eise line tnmks. The 
practice however tends to give the anguarded reader a wrong 
arithmetical impression, which there is a particalar reason for 
avoiding in these pages as f ar as possible. I invite therefore 
yoar intelligence to my aid,> and ask you to try and realize 
that, although there were no more vivid adrentores for a long 
while, one day's march succeeded another; one monastery 
affcer another fed and lodged them gratis with a welcome al- 
ways charitable, sometimes genial; and, though they met no 
enemy but winter and rough weather, antagonists not {^ways 
contemptible, yet they tradged over a mach larger tract of 
territory than tibat, their passage through which I have de- 
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scribed 80 minutelj. And so the pair, Gerard bronzed in tfae 
face and travel-stained from head to foot, and Denys with bis 
flhoes in tatters, stiff and footsore both of Uiem, drew near the 
Burgiindian frontder. 
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Gbrabd was ahnost as eager for Üiis promised land aa 
Denys ; for the latter constantly chanted its praises, and at 
every little annoyance ihowed Mm *'they did things better in 
Burgandy;" and above all played on bis foible by 
guaranteeing clean bed-clothes at the inns of that polished 
nation. "lasknomore," the Hollander wouldsay; '* tothink 
that I have not lain once in a naked bed since I left home! 
When I look at their linen , instead of doffing habit and hose, 
it is mine eyes and nose I would fain be shnt of.'' 

Denys carried bis love of conntry so far as to walk twenty 
leagues in shoes that had exploded, rather than bny of a Ger- 
man churl, who would throw all manner of obstacles in a 
customer*s way, his incivility, bis dinner, bis body. 

Towards sunset they found tbemselves at equal distances 
from a little town and a monastery : only the latter was off the 
road. Denys was for the inn, Gerard for the convent. Denys 
gave way, but on condition that, once in Burgnndy, they 
should always stop at an inn. Gerard consented to this the 
more readily that his chart with its list of convents ended 
here. So they tumed off the road. And now Gerard asked 
with surprise whence this sudden aversion to places, that had 
fed and lodged them gratis so often. The soldier hemmed. 
and hawed at first; but at last his wrongs burst forth. It 
came out that this was no sudden aversion, but an ancient 
and abiding horror, which he had suppressed tili now, but 
with infinite difficulty, and out of politeness: *'I saw they had 
put powder in your drink," said he, " so I forbore them. How- 
ever, being the last, why not ease my mind? Know thenl 
have been like a fish out of water in all those great dungeons. 
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You straightway levant with some oldshaveling: ßoyoueee 
not my purgatory." 

"Forgive me I I have been selfish." 

"Ay, ay, Iforgive thee, littleone: 'tis not thy fault: art 
not the first fool that has been priest-rid, and monk-bit. But 
l'll not forgive them my misery." Then , about a Century be- 
fore Henry Vlll.'ß commissioners, he deUvered bis indictment. 
These gloomy piles were all bullt alike. Inns differed, but 
here all was monotony. Great gate, little gate, so many 
Steps and then a gloomy cloister. Here the dortour, there the 
great cold refectory, where you must sit mumchance, or at 
least inaudible, he who liked to speak bis mind out: <'and 
then," said he, "nobody is a man here, but all are slaves, and 
of what? of apeevish, tinklingbell, that never sleeps. An 
'twere a trampet now, aye sounding alarums, *twouldn't freeze 
a man's heart so. Tmkle, tmkle, tinkle, and you must sit to 
meat with maybe no stomach for food. Ere your meat settles 
in your stomach , tinkle , tinkle , and ye must to church with 
maybe no stomach for devotion: I am not a bog at prayers, 
for one. Tinkle, tinkle ! and now you must to bed with your 
eyes open. Well, by then you have contrived to shut them, 
some uneasy imp of darkness has got to the bell-rope, and 
tinkle, tinkle, it behoves you say a prayer in the dark, whether 
you know one or not. If they heard the sort of prayers I 
mutterwhenthey break myrest with their tinkle! Well, you 
drop off again and get about an eyeful of sleep: lo, it is 
tinkle, tinkle, for matins." 

"And the only clapper you lore is a woman's," put in 
Gerard, half contemptuously. 

"Because there is some music in that even when it scolds," 
was the stoutreply. "And then to be always checked. If I 
do but put my finger in the salt-cellar, straightway I hear, 
*Have you no knife that you finger the salt?' And if I but 
wipe my knife on the cloth to save time , then *tis , * Wipe thy 
knife dirty on the bread, and clean upon the cloth T Oh small 
of soul! these little peevish pedantries fall chill upon good 
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fellowship like wee icides a-melting down from strawen 
eaves." 

'*! hold deanliness no pedantry," said Gerard. *' Shouldst 
leam better mannen once for all." 

^'Nay. *Ti8 they who lack manners. Thej stop a fel- 
low*8 mouth at every word." 

"At every other word you mean; erery obscene or 
blasphemoas one." 

"Exaggerator, go toi Why, at the very last of tiiese 
dungeons, I found the poor travellers sitting all chilledand 
mute round one shaveling, like rogues awaiting fheir tum to 
behanged: so to cheer them up, I did bat cry out, ^Courage, 
tout le monde, le dia — '" 

"Connul whatbefeU?" 

''Marry, this. ^Blaspheme not!' quo' the bocuTeau. 
*Plait-il ,' say I. Doesn't he wheel and wyte on me in a sort 
of Alsatian French, tuming all the ^P's' into ^B's.' I had 
much ado not to laugh in his face." 

^^Being thyself unable to speak ten words of his language 
without a fault" 

<' Well, all the world ought to speak French. What arail 
80 many Jargons except to put a frontier atwizt men's 
hearts?" 

«But what Said he?" 

"What signifies it what a fool says? " 

" Öh, not all the words of a fool are folly : or I should not 
listen to you." 

"Well, then, he said, ' Such as begin by making free with 
the devil's name, aye end by doing it wiäi all the namesin 
heaven.' < Father,' said I, * I am a soldier, and this is but my 
*consigne' or watchword.' 'Oh, then, itisjust acustom?' 
said he. I not divining the old fox, and thinking to clear my- 
self, said, 'Ay, itwas.' ' Then thatis ten timesworse,' said 
he*. *'Twill bring himaboutyourears one ofthesedays. He 
still comes where he hears his name often called.' Observe ! 
no gratitude for the tidings which neither his missals nor lus 
breviary had ever let him know Then he was so good as to 
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tellme, soldiers do commonly the crimes for which all other 
men are broke on the wheel; *k savolr* murder, rape, and 
piUage.'* 

"Andis'tnottrue?" 

"True or not, it was ill manners ," replied Denys, 
guardedly. "And so says this courteons host of mine , * being 
the foes of mankind, why make enemies of good spirits into 
the bargain , by still shouting the names of evil ones?* and a 
lot more stuff." 

"Well, büt Denys, whether you hearken his rede, or slight 
it, wherefore blame a man for raismg his voice to save yonr 
flonl?" 

"How can his voice sare my soul, when a keeps tuming of 
hiß *F8' into *B's.'?" 

Gerard was staggered: er« he coiüd recover at this 
thunderbolt of Gallicism, Denys went triumphant off at a 
tangent, and stigmatized all monks as hypocrites. "Do but 
lookattliem, how they creep about and cannot eye you like 
honest men." 

"Nay," said Gerard, eagerly, "that modest downcast 
gaze is part of their discipline, 'tis * custodia oculorum.*" 

" Cussed toads eating hoc hac horum? No such thing; just 
so looks a cut-purse. Can't meet a true man*s eye. Doff 
cowl, monk; and behold, athief: don cowl thief , andlo, a 
monk. Teil me not they will ever be able to look God Al- 
mighty in the face, when they can't even look a true man in 
the face down here. Ah, here it is, black as ink ! into the well 
we go, comrade. Misdricorde, there goes the tinkle already. 
'Tis the best of tinkles though; 'tis for dinner : stay, listen ! I 
thought so; the wolf in my stomach cried *Amen ! *" This last 
Statement he confirmed with two oaths, and marched like a 
yictorious gamecock into the convent, thinking by Gerard's 
silence he had convinced him, and not dreaming how pro* 
foundly he had disgusted him. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

Im therefectory aUusion was made, at the table whero 
Gerard sat, to the sudden death of the monk, who had under- 
taken to write out fresh copiesof the charter of the monasterj, 
and the rule, etc. 

Gerard caught this, and timidly offered his serviceB. 
There was a hesitation which he mistook. '^Nay, not fbr 
hire , my lords , bat f or love , and as a trifling retom for manjr 
a good night*B lodging the brethren of your order have be- 
stowed on me a poor wayfarer." 

A monk smiled approvingly; but hinted that the lata 
brother was an excellent penman, and bis work could not be 
contmued but by a master. Gerard , on this , drew from his 
wallet with some trepidation a vellum deed, the back of which 
he had cleaned and written upon by way of specimen. The 
monk gave quite a start at sight of it, and very hastily went 
Up the hall to the high table , and bending his knee so as just 
to touch in passing the fifth step and the tenth, or last, pre- 
sented it to the prior with comments. Instantly a dozen 
knowing eyes were fixed on it: and a buzz of voices was 
heard ; and soon Gerard saw the prior point more than once, 
and the monk came back, lookingasproudasPunch, witha 
savory crustade ryal, or game pie gravied and spiced, for 
Gerard, and a silver grace cup ^1 of rieh pimentum. This 
latter Gerard took , and bowing low, first to the distant prior, 
then to his own Company, quä&d, and circulated the cup. 

Instantly, to his surprise , the whole table hailed him as a 
brother: " Art convent bred, deny it not?" He acknowledged 
it, and gave Heaven thanks for it, for otherwise he had been 
as rüde and Ignorant as his brothers, Sybrandt and Oomelis. 
"But, *tis passing stränge how you could know," said he. 

" You drank with the cup in both hands," said two monks, 
speaking together. 

The Yoices had for some time been loudish round a table 
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at the bottom of the hall : but presenüj came a burst of mirth 
so obstreperoos and prolonged, that the prior sent the very 
sab-prior all down the hall to check it, and inflict penance 
on every monk at the table. And Gerard*8 cheek bumed 
with shame : f or in the heart of the nnroly merriment his ear 
had caught the word "cooragel" and the trampet tones of 
Denys of Bnrgundy. 

Soon Gerard was installed in feu Werteres cell, with wax 
lights , and a little frame that could be set at any angle , and 
all the materials of caligraph> . The werk however was too 
mach for one evening. Then came the question, how could 
he ask Denys, the monk-hater, to stay longer? However he 
told him , and offered to bide by his decision. He was agree- 
ably surprised when Denys said, gracioosly, ^<A day*s rest 
will do neither of us härm. Write tiiou, and 1*11 pass the time 
as I may." 

Gerard*s work was vastly admired; they agreed that the 
records of the monastery ha!d gained by poor Werteres death. 
The sub-prior forced a rix-dollar on Gerard, and several 
brushes and colonrs out of the convent stock, which was very 
large. He resumed his march warm at heart: for this was of 
good omen ; since it was on the pen he relied to make his for- 
tune and recover his well-beloved. " Come , Denys," said he, 
good-humouredly , ^^ see what the good monks have given me : 
now, dotry tobe fairer tothem; for tobe round with you, it 
chilled my friendship for a moment to hear even you call my 
benefactors *hypocrites.*" 
"Irecant," said Denys. 
"Thankyou! thankyoul Good Denys." 
"I was a scurrilous vagabond." 
"Nay, nay, saynotso, neither!" 
"But we soldiers are rüde and hasty. I give myself the 
lie, and I offer those I misunderstood all my esteem. 'Tis 
imjust that thousands should be defamed for the hypocrisy of 
afew." 

"Now are you reasonable. You have pondered what I 
said?" 
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* * Nay , it is their owö doing." 

Gerard crowed a litüe, we all like to be prored in üj« 
right; and was all attention when Denjs offored to reiate how 
bis Convention was effe^ted. 

<* Well then , at dinner the first day , a joung monk beade 
me did open bis jaws and laughed rigbt out most musicallj. 
' Good,' Said I, * at last I bave fallen on a man and not a sbora 
ape.* So , to soond bim fnrtber , I slapped bis broad back and 
administered my consigne. ^Heaven forbidl" says be. I 
stared. For tbe dog looked as sad as Solomon: a better 
mime saw you never, even at a Mysteiy. 'I see war is no 
sbarpener of tbe wits / said be. ' Wbat are the dergy for bat 
to figbt tbe foul fiend? and wbat eise are monks for? 

" Th« flend being d««d , 
The frinn «r« iped.** 

You may plougb up tbe convents and we poor monks sball 
bave nougbt to do — but tum soldiers, and so bring bim to 
life again.* Tben tbere was a great laugfa at my ezpense. 
' Well , you are tbe monk for me ,' said I. ' And yoa are tbe 
cross-bowman for me/ quo' be. ^ And TU be bound you could 
teil US tales of tbe war sbould make oor bair stand on end.' 
'Ezcusez! tbe barber bas put tbat out of question/ qmotb I, 
and tben I bad tbe laugb." 

" Wbat wretcbed ribaldry I " observed Gerard pensiTely. 

Tbe candid Denys at once admitted be bad seen merri^ 
jests batcbed witb iess caekle. *>*Twas a great matter to 
bave got rid of bypocrisy. *So* said I, 'I can give you tbe 
cbaire de poule , if tbat may content ye.* * Tbat we will see,' 
was tbe cry, and a signal went round." 

Denys tben related , bursting witb glee, bow at bedtime be 
bad been taken to a cell instead of tbe great dortour, and 
strictly forbidden to sleep; and, toaidbisvigü, abookbad 
been lent bim of pictures representing a bundred merry ad- 
venturcs of monks in pursuit of tbe female laity : and bow in 
due course be bad been taken out barefooted and down to the 
parlour, wbere was a supper fit for tbe duke, and at it twelve 
jelly friars, the roaringcst boys he bad ever met in peace or 
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-war. How the story, the toast, the jest, the winecuphad 

gone round, and some had played cards with a gorgeons 

pa^k, where Saint Theresa, and Saint Catharine, etc., be- 

dizened with gold, stood for the four queens; and black, 

Tvhite , grey , and crutched friars for the four knaves ; and had 

staked their very rosaries, swearing like troopers when they 

lost. And how about midnight a sly monk had stolen out, 

'but had by him and others been as cannily followed into the 

garden, and seen to thrust bis band into the ivy and out with 

a. rope-ladder. With this he had run up on the wall, which 

-was ten feet broad , yet not so nimbly but what a russet kirtle 

bad popped up from the outer world as quick as he : and so to 

billing and cooing: that this Situation had Struck him as 

ratiier feline than ecclesiastical, and drawn &om him the 

appropriate comment of a "mew!" The monks had joined 

the mewslcal chorus, and tiie lay visitor shrieked and been 

sore discomforted; but Abelard only cried "What, are ye 

there, ye jealous miauling knaves? ye shall caterwaul to 

Bome tune to-morrow night 1*11 fit every man-j ack of y e with 

a fardingale." That this brutal threat had reconciled him to 

stay another day — at Gerard's request. 

Gerard groaned. 

Meantime, unable to disconcert so brazen a monk, and the 
demoiselle beginning to whimper, they had danced cater- 
wauling in a circie , then bestowed a solemn benediction on 
the two wall-flowers, and off to the parlour , where they found 
a pair lying dead drunk, and othertwo affectionate to tears. 
That they had straightway carried off the inanimate, and 
dragged off the loving and lachrymose, kicked them all 
menily each into bis cell, 

** And so shat up in measnreless content." 

Gerard was disgusted: andsaidso. 

I Denys chuckled, and proceeded to teil him how the next 

j day he and the young monks had drawn the fish-ponds and 

secreted much pike , carp , tench , and eel for their o wn uae t 

1 and how in the dead of night he had been taken shoeleaB \>y 
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crooked ways into the chapel, a ghostlike place , being dark, 
and then down some steps into a crjpt below the chapel flooTi 
where suddenly paradise had burst on him. 

"'Tis there the holy fathera retire to pray," put in 
Gerard. 

"Not alwaye," said Deuys: "wax candles by the dozen 
werelighted, andprincelycheer; fifteen soups maigres, with 
marvellous twangs of venison, groose, and hare in tbem , and 
twenty different fishes (being FridayJ, cooked with wondrouB 
art, and each he between two buxom lasseB, and eacb lass 
between two lade with a cowl; all but me: and to tiiink I had 
to woo by Interpreter. I doubt the knave put in three words 
f or himself and one for me : if he didn't , hang him f or a fool. 
And some of the weaker yessels were novices, and not wontto 
hold good wine: had to be coaxed ere they would put it to 
their white teeth: maiselleBs'yfaisaient; andthestory, and 
the jest, and the cup went round (by-the-by they had flagons 
made to simulate breYiaries): and a monk touched the cittem, 
and sang ditties with a voice tuneable as a lark in spring. 
The posies did turn the faces of the women-folk bright red at 
first: but elles s'y faisaient." Uere Gerard exploded. 

"Miserable wretches! Corrupters of youth! Perverters 
of innocence ! but for you being there, Denys , who have been 
taught no better, oh, would God the church had fallen on the 
whole gang. Impious, abominable, hypocrites ! " 

"Hypocrites?" cried Denys with unfeigned surprise. 
"Why that is what I clept them ere I knew them: and you 
withstood me. Nay, they are sinners; all good fellows are 
that: but, by St. Denys his helmeted skull, no hypocrites,. but 
right joUy roaring blades." 

"Denys," said Gerard solemnly, "you little know the peril 
you ran that night. That church you defiled amongst you is 
haunted: I had it from one of the eider monks. The dead walk 
there, their light feet have been heard to patter o*er the 
stones." 

" Mis^ricorde ! " whispered Denys. 

"Ay, more," said Gerard, lowering his voice almosttoa 
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whisper, " celestial sounds haTe issued from the purlieus of 
that very crypt you tamed into a tayem. Voices of the dead 
holding unearthly commimion have chilled the ear af mid- 
night, and at times, Denys, the faithful in their nightly 
watcheB hare even heard music from dead lips; andchords, 
made by no mortal finger, swept by no mortal hand, haye rang 
faintly, like echoes, deep among the dead in those sacred 
vaults." 

Denys wore a look of dismay. "Ughl if I had known, 
mules and wain-ropes had nothauied me thither; and so'' 
(with a sigh) "I had lost a merry time." 

Whether fdrther discussion might have thrown any more 
light upon these ghostly sounds who can teil? for up came a 
"bearded brother** from the monastery, spurring bis mule, 
and waving a piece of Tellum in bis hand. It was the deed 
between Ghysbrecht and Floris Brandt. Gierard valued it 
deeply as a remembrance of home : he tumed pale at £rst but 
to think he had so nearly lost it, and toDenys's infinite amuse- 
ment not only gave a piece of money to the lay brother, but 
kissed the mule's nose. 

"1*11 read you now," saidCkrard **were you twice as ill 
written; and — to make sure of never losing you" — here ho 
Bat down and taking out needle and thread sewed it with femi- 
nine dezterity to bis doublet, and bis mind, and heart, and soul 
were away to Seyenbergen. 

Theyreachedthepromisedland, and Denys, who was in 
high spirits, doffed bis bonnet to all the females ; who curtsied 
and smiled in retum ; fired bis consigne at most of the men ; at 
which some stared, some grinned, some both; and finally 
landed bis friend at one of the long-promised Burgundian 
inns. 

"It is a little one," said he, "but 1 know it of old for agood 
one; 'LesTroisPoissons.' Butwhatisthiswritup? Imind 
not this : " and he pointed to an inscription that ran across the 
whole buüdiag in a single line of huge letters. "Oh I see. 
Uci on löge a pied et k cheyal,' " said Denys going minute. 
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ly'throogh the inseriptioii, and looking bnmptioiis whei 
he Lad effected it. 

Gerard did look, and the sentence in question ran thiu — 

*^0n ME LOGE otAJXB A CB£dIT; OB BONHOIOIB B8T MOBT, LB8 
MAUYAIB PAIBUBS l'oMT TVt" 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Thbt met the landlord in the passage. 

*^ Welcome , messieurs," said he taking off bis cap with a 
low bow. 

"Come, we are not in Gennany," said Gerard. 

In the public room thej found themistress, abnxom woman 
of fortj. She curtsied to them and smiied right cordiallj. 
"Giveyourself thetrouble of sitting ye down, fair air," said 
ehe to Gerard, and dnsted two chairs with her apron, not that 
they needed it. 

"Thankyou, dame," said Gerard. "Well," thoughthe, 
" this is a poUte nation : the trouble of sitting down? That will 
I with Singular patience ; and presently the labour of eating, 
also the toil of digestion, and finally, by Hercules bis aid, 
the strain of going to bed , and the struggle of sinking fast 
asleep. 

"Why, Denys, what are you doing? ordering |supper for 
only two? 

"Whynot?" 

"What can we sup without waiting for forty more ? Bur- 
gundyforeyer!" 

"Aha! Courage, camarade. Ledia— " 

" C*est convenu." 

The salique law seemed not to have penetrated to French 
inns. In this one at least wimple and kirüe reigned supreme ; 
doublets and hose were few in number and feeble in act. The 
landlord himself wandered objectless, etemaUy taking offhis 
cap to folk for want of thought; and the women, as they 
passed him in tum, thrust him quietly aside without look* 
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ing at him, as we remove a Jive twig in bustUng through a 
wood. 

A maid brougtjt in supper, and tke mistress followed her 
empty handed. 

"Fall to, my masters," said ahe cheerily, "y* haye but one 
enemy here ; and he lies uuideryour tuiife." (Jshrewijly i^ij^peclb 
this of formula.) 

Th,ey feil to. The mistress drew her chair a little towards 
the table; and proyided Company as well as meat; gossiped 
genially witb ^em like old acquaii^ancejs : bat, this form 
gone through, the busy (^ame was sopn off and sent in her 
daughter, a beautifiü young wonian of about twenly, -«rho took 
the vacant seat. She was not quite so broad and genial as 
the eider, but gentle and chaerfol^ and showed a wpmanly 
tendeme^ß for G-erard on learnii^g the diBt9,nce the ppor boy 
had come, and had to ^o. Shp ßtayed nearly half anhouij 
and, when she left them, G-erard said, ' * This an inn ? Why it 
is like home." 

" Qui fit Pran^ois il fit courtois,*' said Denys bursting with 
gratified pride. 

"Courteous? nay, Christian; to welcome us like home 
guests and old friends, us vagrants, here to-day and gone to- 
morrow. But indeed who better merits pitf and kindness 
than the wom traveller far from his folk? Hola! here*s 
another." 

The new comer was the chambermaid, a woman of i^ut 
twenty-fiye, with a cocked nose, alarge laughing mouth, an,d a 
sparkling black eye: and a bare ßxm very stout butnot very 
shapely. 

The moment she came in, one of the travellers p9^s^4 ^ 
somewhat free jest on her, the next the whole Company were 
roaring at his expense, so swiftly had her practised tongue 
done his business. Even as, in a passage of arms between a 
novice and a master of fence , foils clash — novice pinked. 
On this another, and then another, must break a lance with 
her : but Marion stuck her great arms upon her haunche^, and 
held the whole room in play. This country girl possessed in 
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perfection that rade and ready hamoar, which looks mesn 
and vulgär on paper, bat carries all before it spoken : not wif 8 
rapier; its bludgeon. Nature had done mach for herinthlB 
way, and dailj practice in an inn the rest. 

Yet shall she not be photographed bj me, bat feeblj in- 
dicated: for it was just four hundred years ago, the raülerj 
was coarse, she retumed eyery stroke in kind, and, though a 
yirtuous woman, said things without winking, which no decent 
man of our day would say eyen among men. 

Gerard sat gaping with astonishment. This was to him 
almost a new variety of '< that interesting species," homo. He 
whispered Denys, "Now I see why you Frenchmen say *a 
woman's tongue is her sword:*" just then she levelled another 
assailant; and the chivalrous Denys to console and sapport 
'^ the weaker vessel,'' the iron kettle among the clay pots, ad- 
ministered his consigne, "Courage, ma mie, le — " ete. 

She tumed on him directly. " How can he be dead as long 
as there is an archer left alive?" (General laughter at her 
ally*s expense.) 

"It is 'washing day,* my masters/' said she with sudden 
gravity. 

"Aprfes? We travellers cannot strip and go bare while 
you wash our clothes," objected a peevish old feile w by the 
fireside, who had kept mumchance during the raillery, bnt 
crept out into the sunshine of commonplaces. 

"I aimed not your way, ancient man," replied Maiion 
superciliously. "But, since you ask me^ (here she scanned 
him slowly firom head to foot), " I trow you might take a turn 
in the tub, clothes and all, and no härm done" (laughter). 
"But what I spoke for, I thought — this young sire — might 
like his beard starched." 

Poor Gerard*s tum had come : his chin crop was thin and 
silky. 

The loudest of all the laughers this time was the traitor 
Denys, whose beard was of a good length, and singularly stiff 
and bristly : so that Shakspeare, though he never saw him, hit 
him in the bulPs eye. 
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"Fall of Strange oaths, and bearded like the pard." 

As You Like It. 

Grerard bore the Amazonian satire mighty calmly. He 
had little personal vanity. "Nay, * chambri^re ,'" said he, 
with a smile, "mine is all unworthy your pams: take you 
thls fair growth ia haad!" and he pointed toDenys's vege- 
table. 

^' Oh, time for tibat, when I starch the besoms." 

Whilstthey were all shouting over this palpable hit, the 
mistress retomed, and, in no more time than it took herto 
crosB the threshold, did our Amazon tum to aseeming Madonna 
meek and mild. 

Mistressed are wonderfdl subjugators. Their like I think 
breathes not on the globe. HousemaidB, decide! Itwasa 
waste of histrionic ability though; for the landlady had 
heard, and did not at heart disapprove, the peals of laughter. 

^^Ah, Marion, läse," said ehe, good-humouredly, ^<if you 
laid me an egg eyery time you cackle, *Les Trois Poissons* 
would never lack an omelet." 

"Now, dame," said Gerard, " what is to pay?" 

"Whatfor?" 

" Our supper." 

"Where is the hurry? cannot you be content to pay when 
you go? lose the guest, find the money, is the rule of *The 
ThreeFish/" 

"But, dame, outside * The Three Fish' it is thus written — 
" Ici — on ne löge — ' " 

'^Bahl Let that flea stick on the wall: Lookhither," and 
she pointed to the smoky ceiling, which was coyered with 
hieroglyphics. These were accounts, vulgoscores; intelligiblo 
to thls dame and her daughter, who wrote thematneedby 
simply mounting a low stool, and scratching with a knife so as 
to show lines of ceiling through the deposit of smoke. The 
dame ezplained that the writing on the wall was put there to 
frighten moneyless folk from the inn altogether, or to be acted 
on at odd times when a nonpaying face should come in and 

The aoister and the Hearlh, L 15 



226 THE CL0I6TB& 

insist on being served. "We can*t refuse them plump, you 
know. The law forbids us." 

" And Low know you mine is not Buch a face ? " 

" Out, fie I it is the best face that has entered ' The Three 
Fish' this autumn." 

"And mme, dame?" »aid Denys; "dost see no knayeiy 
here?" 

She eyed him calmly. "Not such a good one as the lad*s: 
nor ever will be. But it is Ihe face of a true man. For all 
that," addedshedrily, " an I were ten years younger, Pdas 
lieve not meet that face on a dark night too far from home." 

Gerard stared. Denys laughed. "Why, dame, I would 
but sip the night dew off the flower; and you needn't take 
ten years off, nor ten days, to be worth risking a seratched 
face for." 

" There, our mistress," said Marion, who had just come in, 
"said 1 not Vother day, you could make a fool of them still, an 
if you were properly minded? " 

"I dare say ye did: it sounds like some daft wench's 
Speech." 

"Dame," said Gerard, "this is wonderful." 

"What? Oh: no, no, that is no wonder at all. Why, I 
haye been here all my life : and reading faces is the first thing 
a girl picks up in an inn." 

Marion.] "And frying eggs the second; no, tellinglies; 
frying eggs is the third, though." 

The Mistress.] "And holding her tongue the last, and 
modesty the day after never at all." 

Marion.] "Alackl Talk ofwy tongue. But I say no more. 
She , under whose wing I live, now deals the blow. I*m sped 
— 'tis but a chambermaid gone. Catch what's left on't I " and 
she staggered and sank backwards on to the handsomest 
fellow in the room, which happened to be Gerard. 

"Tic! ticl" criedhe, peevishly, "there, don't be stupid! 
that is too heavy a jest for me. See you not I am talking to 
the mistress?" 

Marion resumed her elasticity with a grimace; madetwo 
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litÜe bounds into.the middle of the floor, and there tnmed a 
pirouette. ^' There, mistress," saidshe, '^IgiTein, 'tisjou 
that reigns supreme with the man; leastways with male 
children." 

" Young man," said the mistress, ^'this girl is not so stupid 
as her deportment: in reading of faces, and frjmg of omelets, 
there we are great. 'Twould be hard if we failed at these arts, 
since they are about all we do know." 

" You do not quite take me , dame ," said Gerard. " That 
honesty in a face should shine forth to your ezperienced eye, 
that seems reasonable : but how by looking on Denys here 
could you leam his one little foible, bis insanity, bis miserable 
mulierosity?" Poor Gerard got angrier the more he thought 
ofit. 

"His mule — his what?" (crossing herseif with snper- 
stitious awe at the polysyUable.) 

"Nay, *tis but tbe word I was fain to invent for him." 

"Invent? What can a child like you make other words 
than grow inßurgundy by nature? Take heed what ye dol 
why we are overrun with them already, especially bad ones. 
Lord, these be times. I look to hear of a new thisüe invented 
next.*' 

"Well then, dame, mulierose — tiiat means wrapped up, 
body and soul, in women. So prithee teil me; howdidyou 
ever detect the noodle's mulierosity ? " 

"Alas! good youth, you make a mountain of a molehilL 
We that are women be notice-takers; and out of the tail of 
cur eye see more than most man can, glaring through a pro- 
spect glass. Whilas I move to and fro doing this and that, 
my glance is still on my guests, and I did notice that this 
8oldier*s eyes were never off the womenfolk : my daughter , or 
Marion, or even an old woman like me, all was gold to him : 
and there asatglowering; ohyoufoolish, foolish, man! Now 
you still tumed to the speiJcer, her or him, and that is common 
sense." 

Denys burst into a hoarse laugh. " You never wäre more 
out. Why this silky, smooth-face4 companion is a very Turk 

15* 



228 THE CLOISTE& 

— all bat bis beard. He is wbat d'ye call *em oser Üian ere u 
arcber in the duke*B body guard. He is more wrapped up in 
0D6 Single Dutch lass caUed Margaret tban I am in the whole 
bandle of je brown and fair." 

"Man alive, that is just the contrary," said the hostess. 
** Youm is the bane, and hisn the care. Cling 70a still to 
Margaret, my dear. I hope she is an honest girl.** 

*^Dame, she is an angel." 

**Ay, ay, they are all that tili better acqaainted. Tdas 
lieve haye her no more than honest , and then she will senre to 
keep yoa out of worse Company. As for you , soldier, there is 
trouble in störe for you. Your eyes were neyer made for the 
good of your soul." 

**Nor of bis poucheither," said Marion striking in , ^'and 
his Ups they will sip the dew, as he calls it, off many a brambie 
bush." 

^^OTermuchdackl Marion; OYermuch clack." 

"Ods bodikins, mistress; ye didn't hire me to be one 
0' your three fishes, did ye?" and Marion sulked thirty 
seconds. 

"Is that the way to speak to our mistress?" remonstrated 
the landlord, who had slipped in. 

" Hold your whisht ," said his wife sharply ; '4t is not your 
business to check the girl; she is a good servant to you.'* 

«What is the cock neyer to crow, and the hens at it all 
day?" 

** You can crow as loud as you like,my man — out o* doors. 
But the hen means to rule the roost." 

'* I know a byword to that tune," said Gerard. 

"Do ye now? out wi*t then." 

" 'Femme veut en tonte laison, 
Estre dame en sa maison.* " 

"I never heard it afore: but 'tis as sooth as gospel. Ay 
they that set these bywords a roUing had eyes and tongues, 
and tongues and eyes. Before all the world giye me an old 
saw." 

"And me a young husband," said Marion. "Now there 
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a Chance for 70U all, and nobody spoke, Oh! it is too late 
noTv. I've changed my mind." 

"All the better for some poor fellow," suggested Denya. 
And now the arrival of Üie young mistress, or, as she was 
called , the litüe mistress, was the signal for them all to draw 
round the £re, like one happy family, travellers, host, hostess, 
and even servants in the outer rmg, and teil stories tili bed- 
Ume. And Gerard in his tum told a tremendous one out of 
bis repertory, a MS. coUection of "acts of the saints," and 
made them all shudder deliciously; but soon after began to 
nod; exhausted by the effort I should say.^ The young mis- 
tress saw, and gare Marion a look. She instantly lighted a 
rush, and laying her band on Gerard's Shoulder invited him to 
follow her. She showed him a room where were two nice 
white beds, and bade him choose. "Either is paradise ," said 
he. ^ril take this one. Do you know, I have not lainin a 
naked bed once since I left my home in Holland.'' 

"Alack! poor soull" said she; "well then the sooner my 
flax and your down (he ! he !) come together, the better; so — 
allons!" and she held out her cheek as business-like as if it 
had been her band for a fee. 

" Allons? what does that mean? " 

"It means *good-night.' Aheml What don't they salute 
the chambermaid in your part?" 
" Not all in a moment." 
" What, do they make a business on*t?" 
" Nay, perverter of words, I mean we make not so free with 
Strange women." 

"They must be stränge women if they do not think you 
Strange fools then. Here is a coil. Why all the old greasy 
greybeards, that lie at our inn, do kiss us chambermaids ; 
faugh ! and what have we poor wretches to set on t*other side 
the compt, but now and then a nice young — ? Alack time 
flies, chambermaids can't be spared long in thenursery; so 
howis*ttobe?" 

" An*t please you arrange with my comrade for both. He 
ismulierose; I am not" 
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"Nay*ti8thecurbhewillwant,notthe8pur. Well! weil! 
you shall to bed without pajing the usual toll ; and oh bat "ik 
Bweet to fall in with a young man, who can withstand these 
ancient ill customs , and gainsäy brazen hussies. Shalt haye 
thy reward." 

" Thank you I But what are you doing with my bed ? " 

" Me? oh only taking off these sheets , and going to put on 
the pair the drunken miUer slept in last night" 

"Oh no! noi You cruel, black-hearted thing! There! 
therel" 

"A la bonne hßure! What will not perseyerance effect? 
But note now the frowardness of a mad wench! I cared not 
for*t a button. I am dead sick of that sport this five yean. 
But you denied me: so then forthwith I behoved to haveit; 
belike had gone through fire and water for't. Alas , young 
sir, we women are kittle cattle ; poor perverse toads : ezcuse 
us: andkeepusinourplace, savoir, at arm*s length ! and so 
good-night!" 

At the door she tumed and said with a complete change of 
tone and manner: "The Virgin guard thy head , and the holy 
Evangelists watch the bed where lies a poor young wanderer 
farfromhome! Amen!" 

And the next moment he heard her run tearing down the 
stairs , and soon a peal of laughter from the salle betrayed her 
whereabouts. 

"Now that is a character," said Gerard p^ofoundly; and 
yawned over the discovery. 

In a very few minutes he was in a dry bath of cold, clean, 
linen, inezpressibly refreshing to him after so long disuse: 
then came a delicious glow : and then — Sevenbergen. 

In the moming Gerard awoke infinitely refreshed, and was 
for rising, but found himself a close prisoner. His linen had 
vanished. Now this was paralysis ; for the night-gown is a 
recent institution. In Gerard*s Century, and indeed long 
after, men did not play fast and loose with clean sheets (when 
they could get them), but crept into them clothed with — their 
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innocence, like Adam: oat of bed they seem to havetaken 
most after bis eldest son. 

Gerard bewailed bis captivity to Denys; but tbat instant 
the door opened, and in aailed Marion witii tbeir linen, newly 
wasbed and ironed, on her two axms, and set it down on the 
table. 

" Oh 70U good girl," cried Gerard. 

" Alack, have you found me out at last?" 

* * Yes indeed. Is this another custom f " 

"Nay, not to take them unbidden: but at night we aye 
question trarellers , are they for linen washed. So I came in 
to you: but you were both sound. Then said I to the little 
mistresB, ^Lal where is the sense of waking wearied men, 
t'ask them is Charles the Great dead, and would they liever 
carry foul linen or clean, especially this one with a skin like 
Cream.' 'And so he has, I declare/ said the young mis- 
tress." 

"That was me," remarked Denys with the air of a com- 
mentator. 

" Guess once more, and you'U hit the mark." 

'' Notice him not, Marion ; he is an impudent fellow ; and I 
am sure we cannot be gratefal enough for your goodness, and 
I am sorry I ever refused you — anything you fancied you 
shouldlike." 

'^ Oh, are ye there ," said l'espi^gle. '^ I take that to mean 
you would fain brush the moming dew off, as your bashful 
companion calls it; well then, ezcuseme, 'tis customary, but 
not prudent. I decline. Quits with you, lad." 

"Stop ! stop 1 " cried Denys as she was making off victori- 
ous, I am curious to know how many of ye were here last night 
a-feasting your eyes on us twain." 

"'Twas so satisfactory a feast as we weren't half a minute 
over't. Who ? why the big mistress, the little mistress, Janet 
and me, and the whole posse comitatus, on tiptoe. We mostly 
make our rounds, the last thing, not to get bumed down ; and 
in prodigious numbers. Somehow that maketh us bolder, 
especially where archers lie scattered about" 
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« Whj did not you teil me ? Fd haye lain awake.** 

"Beau sire, the saying goes that the good and the ill are 
all one while tiieir lids are dosed. So we said 'Here is one, 
who will serve God best asleep. Break not bis rest ! * ** 

*' She is funny," said Gerard dictatorially. 

<<I must be eitber tbat or knavisb.*' 

"Howso?" 

"Because *Tbe Tbree Fisb' pay me to be fünny. You 
willeatbeforeyonpart? Good! tben TU go see the meat be 
fit for such worsbipM teetb.** 

"Denys!'» 

"Wbatisyourwill?" 

^'Iwisb tbat was agreatboy, and going alongwitbas, to 
keep US cbeery." 

<'So do not I. But I wisb it was going along witb ns as 
it is." 

^'Now Heaven forefend! A iine fool you would make of 
yourself." 

Tbey broke tbeir fast, settled tbeir score, and said fare- 
well. Tben it was tbey found Marion bad not ezaggerated 
tbe "custom of tbe country." The tbree principal women 
took and kissed tbem rigbt beartily, and tbey kissed tbe tbree 
principal women. Tbe landlord töok and kissed tbem , and 
tbey kissed tbe landlord; and tbe cry was ** Comeback, the 
sooner the better ! " 

"Never pass *Tbe Tbree Fish;' sbould your purses 
be Yoid, bring yourselyes : 4e sieur credit' is not dead 
for you." 

And tbey took tbe road again. 

Tbey came to a little town , and Denys went to buy shoes. 
Tbe sbopkeeper was in the doorway, but wide awake. 
He received Denys witb a bow down to the ground. The 
customer was soon fitted, and followed to the street, and 
dismbsed witb gracef ol salutes from the doorstep. 

Tbe friends agreed it was Elysium to deal witb such 9^ 
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^oemaker as tMä. "Kot but what my Genaan ishoes have 
lasted well enough/* said Gerard the just. 

Outside the totm was a pebbled walk. 

" This is to keep the börghers' feet dry , a- Walking o* Sun- 
days with ^eir wires and daughters/* said Denys. 

Those simple words of Denys, one stroke of a careless 
toügtie, painted "home" in G^rard's heart. "Oh, how 
ötreeti" said he. "Mercy! what iö Üiis? A gibbet; änd 
ugh, two skeletons therecn ! Oh, Dmiys, what a sorry sight 
to woobyl" 

"Nay," said Denys, "a comfortable sight; for every 
rogue i* the air there is one the less a-foot." 

A little farther on they came to two pillars, and between 
these was a huge wheel closely studded with iron prongs; 
smd entangled in these were bones and fragments of cloth 
miserably dispersed over the wheel. 

Gerard hid his face in his hands. "Oh to think those 
patohes and bones are all that is left of aman! Of one who 
wtts what we are now." 

"EsoasezI a thing that went on two legs and stole; are 
we no Bsofe than that?" 

"How know ye he stole? Have true men never suffered 
death d^toftore too?" 

"Nöne of my kith ever found the way to the gibbfet, 
I knot^." 

" The better thehr luck. Prithee how died the saints? " 

" Hard; But not in Burgundy." 

"Ye massacred them wholesale at Lyons, and that is 
on Bnrguady's threshold. To you the gibbet proves the 
crime; behause you read not Story. Alas ! had you stood on 
Calyary that bloody day we sigh for to this hour, I tremble 
to think you had perhaps shouted for joy at the gibbet 
builded there; ft>r the cross was but the Koman gallows, 
Father Martin says." 

" The blaspheming old hound l " 

" Oh fie ! fie ! a holy and a book-leamed man. Ay, Denys, 
y'hftd read them, that suffered there, by the bare lightof the 
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gibbet. 'Drive in the^nailsl* yliad cried: 'drire in &e 
spear ! Here be three malefactors. Three " "rou^." " ' Yet of 
those litüe three one was the first Christian saint, and another 
was the Saviour of the worid which gibbeted him.'* 

Denys assored him on his honour thej managed tfaings 
better in Burgundy. He added too after profoond reflection, 
that the horrors Gerard had alluded to had more than once 
made him curse and swear with rage when told by the good 
cur^ in his native rillage atEaster-tide; *'bat they chanced 
in an outlandish nation; and near a thousand years agone. 
Mort de ma vie, let us hope it is not true: or at least sore 
ezaggerated. Do but see how all tales gather as they roll? " 

Then he reflected again, and all in a momenttomedred 
with ire. "Do ye not blnsh to play with yourbook-crafton 
your unlettered Mend, and throw dust in his eyes, evening 
the saints with these reptiles? " 

Then suddenly he recoyered his good hnmonr. " Since 
your heart beats for Termin, feel for the Carrion crows! they 
be as good vermin as these : would ye send them to bed sap- 
perless, poor pretty poppets? Why, these be their larder: 
the pangs of hunger would gnaw them dead , bat for cold cnt- 
purse hung up here and there.** 

Gerard, who had for some time maintained a dead silence, 
informed him the subject was closed between them and for 
ever. "There are things," said he, "in which our hearts 
seem wide as the poles asunder, and eke our heads. But I 
love thee dearly sdl the same," he added with infinite grace 
and tendemess. 

Towards aftemoon they heard a faint wailing noise on 
ahead: it grew distincter as they proceeded. Being fast 
Walkers they soon came up with its cause: a score of pikemen, 
accompanied by several constables, were marching along, 
and in advance of them was a herd of animals they were 
driying. These creatures, in number rather more than a 
himdred, were of various ages, only very few were down- 
right old: the males were downcast and silent. It was the 
females from whom all the outcry came. In other words the 
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animals thus driven ^long at the law's point were men and 
women. 

* * Good Heaven I " cried Gerard. ' ' What a band of them ! 
But Btay, surelj all those children cannot be thieves: why 
there are some in arms. What on earth is this, Denys?" 

Denys advised him to ask that^'bourgeois" with the badge. 
"This isBurgundy: here a civil question ever draws a civil 
reply." 

Grerard went up to the officer and removing his cap, a 
civility which was immediately retumed, said, "For our 
Lady'ssake, sir, whatdoyewiththesepoorfolk?" 

" Nay, what is that to you, my lad?" replied the functio- 
nary suspiciously. 

"Master, Tm a stranger, and athirst for knowledge." 

"This is another matter. What are we doing? ahem. 
Why we — Dost hear , Jacques ? Here is a stranger seeks to 
know what we are doing," and the two machines were tickled 
that there should be a man who did not know something they 
happened to know. In all ages this has tickled. However 
the chuckle was brief , and moderated by their native cour- 
tesy, and the official tumed to Gerard again. " What we are 
doing? hum!" and now he hesitated not from any doubt as 
to what he was doing, but because he was hunting for a single 
Word that should convey the matter. 

"Ce que nous faisons, mon gars? — Mais — dam — 

Kons TBAMSVASOMS." 

"You decant? that should mean you pour from one vessel 
to another." 

"Precisely." He explained that last year the town of 
Charmes had been sore thinned by a pestilence, whole houses 
emptied and trades short of hands. • Much ado to get in the 
rye; and the flax half spoiled. So the bailiff and aldermen 
had written to the duke's secretary ; and the duke he sent far 
and Wide to know what town was too füll. "That are we," 
had the baillie of Toul writ back. "Then send four or five 
score of your townsfolk," was the order. "Was not this 
to decant the fuU town into the empty, and is not the good. 
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duke the father of his people, and will not let the duchy 
be weakened, nor its fair towns laid waste, bj sword nor 
pestilence; bat meets the one with pike, and arbalest** 
(toucbing bis cap to the sergeant and Denjs altemately), 
"and t'other with policy ? Long live thb Duke ! " 

The pikemen of course were not to be outdone in loyalty : 
Bo they shouted with stentorian längs "Long livb the Duke!" 
Thcn the decanted ones , partly because loyalty was a non- 
reasoning sentiment in tiiose days, partly perhaps becanse 
they feared some further ill consequence shoold they alone be 
mute, raised a feeble tremuloos shout ''Long u^e the Duke!** 

But, at this, insulted natnre rebeiled. Perhaps indeed 
the sham sentiment drew out the real, for, on the very heels 
of that loyal noise , a loud and piercing wail burst from every 
woman's bosom and a deep deep groan from every man's; 
oh! the air fiUed in a moment with womanly and manly 
angnish. Judge what it must have been when tiie mde pike- 
men halted unbidden, all confused ; as if a wall of sorrow had 
started up before them. 

"En avant,"roared the sergeant, and they marched again, 
but muttering and cursing. 

"Ah the ugly sound," said the civilian, wincing. "Les 
malheurenx!" cried he ruefully: for where is the single man 
can hear the sudden agony of a mnltitude and not be moved? 
"Les ingratsi They are going whence they were de trop 
to where they will be welcome: from starvation to plenty — 
and they object. They even make dismal noises. One would 
think we were thrusting them forth from Burgundy." 

"Come away," whispered Gerard, trembling; "come 
away," and the fnends strode forward. 

When they passed the head of the column , and saw the 
men walk with their eyes bent in bitter gloom upon the 
ground, and the women, some carrjring, some leading, 
little children, and weeping as they went, and the poor 
baims some frolicking, some weeping because "their mam- 
mies" wept, Gerard tried hard to say a word of comfort, but 
choked and could ntter nothing to the monmers; butgasped 
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**Coine on, Denys. I cannot mock such sorrow with little 
•words of comfort." And now, artist-like , all his aim was to 
get Bwiftly out of the grief he could not soothe. He almost 
ran not to hear these sighs and sobs. 

" Why, mate," said Denys, "art the colour of a lemon. 
Man alive, take not other folk's troubles to heart! not one of 
those wluning milksops there but would see thee , a stranger, 
hanged without winking." 

Gerard scarce listened to him. 

"Decant them?" he groaned; "ay, if blood were no 
thicker than wine. Princes, ye are wolves. Poor things! 
Poor things! Ah, Denys I Denys! with looking on their 
grief mine own comes home to me. Well-a-day. Ah, well- 
a-dayl" 

^^ Ay, now you talk reason. That you, poor lad, should be 
driven all the way from Holland to Rome, is pitiful indeed. 
But these sniyelling curs, where is their hurt? There is six 
score of 'em to keep one another Company: besides they are 
not going out of Burgundy." 

"Better for them if they had never been in it." 

'^M^chant, va! they iure but going from one yillage to 
another, a mule's journeyl whilst thou — there, no more. 
Courage, camarade, le diable est mort." 

Gerard shook his head very doubtfully, but kept silence 
for about a mile , and then he said thoughtfuUy, " Ay, Denys, 
but then I am sustained by book-leaming. These are simple 
f olk that likely thought their village was the world : now what 
is this? more weeping. Oh! *tis a sweet world. Humph? 
A little girl that hath broke her pipkin. Now may I hang on 
one of your gibbets but TU dry somcbody's tears:" and he 
pounced savagely upon this little martyr, like a kite on a 
chick, but with more generous intentions. It was a pretty little 
lass of about twelve: the tears were raining down her two 
peaches, andherpalmsliftedtoheaveninthatutter, though 
temporary, desolation, which attends calamity at twelve; and 
at her feet the fatal cause , a broken pot , worth , say the fifth 
of a modern farthing. 
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"What, haßt broken thy pot, little one?" said Q^rard. 
acting iutensest sympathy. 

'^H^las! bei gars; as you behold;*' and the hands came 
down from the sky and both pointed at Üie fragments. A 
Statuette of adversity. 

" And you weep so for that? " 

"Needs I must, bei gars. My mammy will massacre me. 
Do they not abready " (with a fresh burst of woe) "c-c-call me 
J-J-Jean-net-on C-c-casse tout? It wanted but this; tiiat I 
should break my poor pot H^lasI fallait-il done, m^re de 
Dieu?" 

"Courage, little love," said G-erard: "'tis not thy heart 
lies broken; money will soon mend pots. Seenow, here is a 
piece of silyer, and there, scarce a stone's throw off, is a 
potter ; take the bit of silver to him, and buy another pot, and 
the copper Üie potter will give thee keep that tosplay witii thy 
comrskdes." 

The little mind took in all this, and smiles began to 
struggle with the tears: butspasmsarelike waves, theycan- 
not go down the very moment the wind of trouble is luUed. 
So Denys thought well to bring up his reserre of consolation. 
" Courage , ma mie , le diable est mort ! " cried that inventive 
warriorgaily. Gerard shrugged his Shoulders at such a way 
of cheering a little girl. 

"Whataflnething 
Is a late with one string ,** 

said he. 

The little girl's face broke into warm sunshine. 

"Oh, the good news! oh, the good news!" she sang out 
with such heartfelt joy, it went off into a honeyed whine; 
even as our gay old tunes have a pathos undemeath. "So 
then," said she, "they will no longer be ableto threatenus 
little girls with him, making our lives a bürden!" And she 
bounded off " to teil Nanette ," she said. 

There is a theory that everything has its counterpart; if 
true, Denys it wouid seem hadfound the mind his consigne 
atted. 
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While he was roaring with laaghter at its unexpected 
Buccess and Gerard's amazement, a litüe band puUed bis 
jerkin and a little face peeped round hiß waist. Curiosity 
was now the dominant passion in that small but vivid coun^ 
tenance. 

" Est-ce toi qui Ta tu^ , beau soldat ? " 

"Olli, mamie," saidDenys, as gniffly as ever becould, 
rigbtly deeming tbis woold smack of supematural puissauce 
to owners of bell-like trebles. "C'est moi. Qk vaut une 
petite embrassade — pas? " 

"Jecroisben. Aie! aiel" 

"Qu'as-tu?" 
. "Ckpique! ^kpique!" 

* * Quel dommage I j e vais la couper." 

" Nenni, ce n*est rien ; et pisque t'as tu^ ce m^cbant. T'es 
Agrement beau, tout d' m^me, toi; t'es ben miez que ma 
grande soeur." 

" Will you not kissmetoo, mamie?" said Gerard. 

"Je ne demande pas miex. Tiens, tiens, tiens! c'est 
doulce celle-ci. Ab! que j'aimons lesbommesl Desfamies, 
9k ne m*aurait jamais donn^ Tarjan blanc, plut6t ck m'aurait 
ri au nez. C'est si peu de cbose, les fames. Serviteur, beaulx 
sires! Bonvoiage; etn'oubliezpointla Jeanneton!" 

"Adieu, petitcoeur," said Gerard, andontbeymarcbed; 
but presently looking back tbey saw tbe contemner of women 
in Üie middle of tbe road, making tbem a reverence, and 
blowing tbem kisses witb little May moming face. 

"Come on," cried Gerard lustily. "I sball win to Borne 
yet. Holy St. Bavon, wbat a sunbeam of innocence batb sbot 
across our bloodtbirsty road I Forget tbee, little Jeanneton? 
not likely, amidst all tbis slobbering, and gibbeting, and de- 
canting. Comeon, tboulaggard! forward!" 

"Dost call tbis marcbing?" remonstrated Denys: "wby 
we sball walk o'er Cbristmas-day and never see it." 

At tbe next town tbey came to, suddenly an arbalestrier 
ran out of a tavern after tbem , and in a moment bis beard and 
Denys's were like two brusbes Struck togetber. It was a com- 
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rade. He insisted on their coming into the tavem witk him, 
and breaking a botüe of wine. In course of conyersation , lie 
told Denys there was an insuireotion in the duke's Fleznish 
provinces, and soldiers were ordered thither £rom all parts of 
Burgundj. ^^Indeed I marvelled to see thj face tumed thiB 
way." 

^' I go to embrace my folk that I hftre not seen these three 
jears. Ye can quell a bit of a rising wttkout me I trow." 

Suddenly Denys gave a start. **Doftt hear , Garard? this 
comrade is bound for Holland." 

"Wbatthen? ah, a letterl aletterto Margaret! butwiU 
hebesogood, sokind?" 

The soldier with a torrent of blasphemy infonned him he 
would not only take it, bat go a league cur two out of his way 
to do it. 

In an instant out came inkhom and paper from Gerard's 
wallet; and he wrote a long letter to Margaret, and told h^ 
briefly whati fearl have spun too tedlously; dwelt moston 
the bear, and the plunge in the Bhine, and the character 
of Denys, whom he painted to the life. And with many ^i- 
dearing ezpressions bade her be of good cheer; 8<»ne trouble 
and peril there had been , but all that was over now , and his 
only grief left was, that he could not hope to have a word 
from her band tili he should reach Borne. He ended with 
comforting her again as hard as he could. And so abeorbed 
was he in his love and his work, that he did not see all the 
people in the room were standing peepuig, to watch the 
nimble and true finger execute such rare penmanship. 

Denys, proudof hisfriend'sskill, lethimalone, tillpre- 
sently the writer's face worked, and soon the sealding tears 
began to run down his young cheeks, one after another, on 
the paper where he was then writing comfort, comfort Then 
Denys rudely repulsed the curious, and asked his comrade 
with a faltering voice whether he had the heart to let so 
sweet a love letter miscarry? The other swore by the face 
of St. Luke he would lose the forefinger of his right band 
sooner. 
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SeeiDg him so ready, Gerard charged him also with a 
Short, cold letter to bis parents; and in it he drew hastily 
with his pen two hands grasping each other, to signify fare- 
well. By-the-by, one drop of bittemess found its way into 
bis letter to Margaret. But of that anon. 

Gerard now offered money to the soldier. He hesitated, 
bat declined it. "No, noi artcomradeof mycomrade; and 

may " (etc.) "but thy love for the wench touches me. 

111 break another bottle at thy Charge an thou wilt, and so 
cry quits." 

"Well Said, comrade," cried Denys. "Hadst taken 
money, I had invited thee to walk in the court-yard and cross 
swords with me." 

"Whereupon I had cut thy comb for thee," retorted the 
other. 

"Hadstdonethyendeavonr, dröle, Idoubtnot" 

They drank the new bottle, shook hands, adhered to 
ciistom, and parted on opposite routes. 

This delay however somewhat put out Denys's calcula- 
tions, and evening surprised them ere they reached a little 
town he was making for, where was a famous hotel. How- 
ever, they feil in witi^ a roadside auberge, and Denys , seeing 
a buzom girl at the door, said, "This seems a decentinn," 
and led the way into the kitchen. They ordered sapper, to 
which no objection was raised, only the landlord requested 
them to pay for it beforehand. It was not an uncommon pro- 
posal in any part of the world. Still it was not universal, and 
Denys was nettled, and dashed his band somewhat osten- 
tatiously into his purse and pulled out a gold angel. " Count 
me the change, and speedily," said he. "You tavem-keepers 
are more likely to rob me than I you." 

While the supper was preparing, Denys disappeared, and 
was eventually found by Gerard in tiie yard, heiping Manon, 
bis plump but not bright decoy duck, to draw water, and 
pouring extravagant compliments into her dullish ear. Gerard 
grunted and retumed to table, but Denys did not come in for 
a good quarter of an hour. 
The aoUter and the Hearth. l 16 
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'^Up-hill work at the emd of amarch,** said he läiragging 
his BhoulderB. 

" What matterß that to you?" said Gerard, drily. "The 
mad dog bites all the world." 

"Exaggerator. Youknowlbitebut the fairei half. Well, 
here comes supper; that is better worth bitmg. " 

During supper the girl kept constantly coming in and out, 
and looking point-blank at them, especiaUy at Denys; and at 
last in leaning over him to remove a dish, dropped a word in 
his ear; and he replied with a nod. 

As soon as supper was cleared away, Denys rose and 
strolled to the door, telling Gerard tiie sullen fair had 
relented, and given him a little rendezvous in the stable-jard. 

Getard suggested that the calf-pen would have been a 
more appropriate locality. "I shall go to bed, then," said he, 
a little crossly. ''Where is the laudlord? out at this time 
of night? no matter. I know our room. Shall you be long, 
pray?" 

**NotI. I grudge leaving the fire and thee. Butwhatcan 
I do? There are two sorts of invitatioDS a Burgundian nevet 
declines.** 

Denys found a figure seated by the well. It was Manon ; 
but instead of receiving him as he thought he had a right to 
ezpect, Coming by invitation, all she did was to sob. He 
asked her what ailed her? She sobbed. Could hei do anything 
forher? She sobbed. 

The good-natnred Denys, driven to his wits* end, which 
was no great distance , proffered the custom of the countiy by 
way of consolation. She repulsed him roughly, "Is it a time 
for fooüng?'' said she, and sobbed, 

" You seem to think so," said Denys, waxing wroth. But 
the next moment he added, tenderly, " and I who could never 
bear to see beauty in distress." 

"Itisnotformyself." 

"Whothen? yoursweetheart?" 

" Oh, que nenni. My sweetheart is not on earth now: and 
to think I haye not an ^cu to buy masses for his soul ; *' and in 
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you weep." ^ ^ ' ^ "'"^^ '*• Meaatime teU me why 



"Poryou." 
"Forme? Artmad?" 



"No. I am not mad. 'Ti« -d-ah *i.»t 
pursebeforehim." ■^"yo^^at'^eremadtoopenyour 

longer questioned Semed to J t.^' ^^^^ ^«"«'^ "<> 
combat. Atlastshe«»^^ 1 f^ *?'"«*' "'*"»« »«»te™»! 
Virgin gi.e mTcotagei Ä*"^.^'*'?^, l^^"'- ^h« 

'" -yhÄr' soÄTfir roui'.'' ^'^^ ^ •"«• 

nighÄo st S.?"^" ''"^'. *•**'' *»^«™'' "t ttis time of 
foWeÄbLSahSr- ^-'-''«»-«^«'ere, b«t 
Denys Said nothing. 

«Sf 'l^^® **> ^«*«^ ti»e band.» 
,,;n»eband! whatband?" 

WretcheTn,»'!!'** "^ "^.* ''•*" **^*»»* ««d take your gold. 
Th^ hin ' *** «*" *"•* **^« eo'd in an innkeeper^ff^! " 

word,?S"avoT^?''"*^'''"P«"»''-fl«-''«e'e<ia-|le 
"ßerard!" 

^^/'^ ^"^ ""* ^"•"^ «'« «»«y «o«»«; and fly to th; 

"Andthou?" 

"TheywiUkiUme." 

,',',15^*fhaUtheynot. Flywithus." 
kill n..^*^"*^ ""* nought; ©ne of the band will be sent tc» 
JuUme. TheyaresTomtOBlayallwhobetraythem." *^ 
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<<ni take theo to mj native place fall thirty leagues £roa 
hence, and put theo ander my own mother*8 wing, ere thej 
shall hurt a hair o' thj head. But first Gerard. Staj thou 
here whilst I f etch him ! " 

Ab he was darting off, the girl seized him conrulBivelj, 
and with all the iron strength excitement lends to women. 
"Stay me not! for pity's sake," he cried; "'tis life or 
death." 

'*ShI — sh!" whiapered the girl, shutting his mouth hard 
with her hand, and putting her pale lips close to him, and her 
eyes, that seemed to tarn backwards, straining towards some 
indistinct soond. 

He listened. 

He heard footsteps, many footsteps; and novoices. She 
whispered in his ear " They «re oome.** 

And trembled like a leaf. 

Denys feit it was so. Travellers in that nomber wonld 
never have come in dead silence. 

The feet were now at the very door. ' 

^<How many?" said he in a hollow whisper. 

'^ Hush I *' and she put her mouth to his very ear. 

And who, that had seen this man and woman in that 
attitude, would have gnessed what freezing hearts were 
theirs, and what terrible whispers passed between them? 

"Seven." 

"Howarmed?" 

'^Sword and dagger: and the giant wiüi his axe. They 
call him the Abbot." 

" And my comrade ? " 

^* Nothing can save him. Better lose one life than two. 
Flyl" 

" Denys's blood froze at this cynical advice. " Poor crea- 
ture, you know not a soldier's heart." 

He put his head in his hands a moment, and a hundred 
thoughts of dangers baffled whirled through his brain. 

"Listen, girll There is one chance for our lives, if thou 
wiit but bc true to us. Run to the town ; to the nearest tavem, 
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änd teil the first soldier there, that a soldier here is sore beset, 
bat anned, and bis life to be saved if tkej will but run. Tben 
to the bailiff. But first to the soldiers. Kay, not a word, bat 
boss me, good lass, and fly ! men*B lives hang on thy heels." 

She kilted up her gown to run. He came round to the 
read with her; saw her cross the road cringing with fear, 
then glide away, then tum into an erect shadow, thenmelt 
away in the storm. 

And now he must get to Gerard. But ho w? Hehadtorun 
the gaunüet of the whole band. He asked himself , what was 
the worst thing they could do? for he had leamed in war that 
an enemy does, not what.you hope he will do, but what you 
bope he will not do. "Attack me as I enter the kitchen ! Then 
I must not gire them time." 

Just as he drew near to the latch, aterriblethought crossed 
him. "Supposethey had already dealt with Gerard. Why, 
then," thought he, ^^nought is lefk but to kill, and be killed;'' 
and he strung bis bow, and walked rapidly into the kitchen» 
There were seven hideous faces seated round the fire, and the 
landlord pouring them out neat brandy, blood's forerunner in 
every age. 

"What? Company I" cried Denys, gaily: **one minute, 
my lads, and I'U be with you;" and he snatched up a lighted 
candle off the table, opened Üie door that led to the staircase, 
and went up it hallooing. "What, Gerard! whither hast 
thou skulked to? " There was no answer. He hallooed louder, 
" Gerard, where art thou? " 

After a moment in which Denys lived an hour of agony, a 
peevish half-inarticulate noise issued from the room at tiie 
head of the little stairs. Denys borst in, and there was Gerard 
asleep. 

" Thank God !** he said, in a choking voice, then began to 
sing loud, untuneful ditties. Gerard put bis fingers into bis 
ears; but presently he saw in Denys's face a horror that 
contrasted strangely with this sudden merriment. 

"What ails thee?" said he, sitting up and staring. 
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''Hnsh!*' Said DenjB, and his band spoke even moie 
plainly than bis Ups. '^ Listen to me ." 

Denys then pointing significantlj to the doGr, to show 
Gerard sharp ears were listening hard bj, continued Us 
song aloud, bat under cover of it tbrew in sbort muttered 
Bjllables. 

" (Out lives are in penl.) 

"(Tbieves.) 

"(Tby doublet.) 

"(Tbysword.) 

"Aid. 

"Coming. 

"Putofftime." Tben aloud. 

"Well, now, wilt bave t*otber bottle? 8«y N»y." 

"No,notI." 

" But I teil thee, there are balf a dozen joUy fellows. Tired.** 

"Ay, but I am too wearied," said Gkrard. " Gk) thou." 

"Nay, nayl" Tben he went to tbe door and called out 
cbeerfully, " Landlord, tbe young milksop will not rise. Q-iye 
tbose bonest fellows t'otber bottle. I will pay for't in the 
moming.** 

He beard a brutal and fierce cbuckle. 

Having tbus by Observation made sure tbe kiteben door 
was sbut, and tbe miscreants were not actually listening, he 
ezamined tbe Chamber door closely : tben quietly sbut it, but 
did not bolt it : and went and inspected tbe window. 

It was too small to get out of , and yet a tbick bar of iron 
bad been let in tbe stone to make it smaller; and, just as he 
made this cbilling discovery, tbe outer door of the house was 
bolted with a loud clang. 

Denys groaned '/ The beasts are in the sbambles." 



But would the tbieves attack them while tbey were awake? 
Probably not. 

Not to tbrow away this tbeir best chance the poor souls 
now made a series of desperate efforts to converse, as if dis- 
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cussing ordinary matters; and by this means Gerard leamed 
all that had passed, and that the girl was gone for aid. 

"Pray Heaven, she may not lose heart by the way," said 
Denys, sorrowfully. 

And Denys begged Gerard's forgiveness for bringing him 
out of bis way for this. 

Gerard forgave him. 

'^I would fear them less, Gerard, but for one they call 
the Abbot. I picked him out at once. Taller than you, 
bigger than us both put together. Fights with an axe. 
G-erard, a man to lead a herd of deer to battle. I shall kill 
that man to-night, or he will kill me. I think somehow 'tis he 
wiUkillme." 

*' Saints forbid ! Shoot him at the door ! What avails his 
strength against your weapon?" 

''I shaU pick him ouf: but, if it comes to band fighting 
run swiftly under his guard, or you are a dead man. I teU 
thee neither of us may stand a blow of that axe: thounever 
sawest such a body of a man.*' 

Gerard was for bolting the door; but Denys with a sigh 
showed him that half the door-post turned outward on a 
hinge, and the great holt was little more than a blind. '^I 
have forbome to holt it," said he, "that they may think us 
the less suspicious." 

Near an hour roUed away thus. It seemed an age. Yet it 
was but a little hour: and the town was a league distant. 
And some of the voices in the kitchen became angry and 
impatient. 

" They will not wait much longer," said Denys , " and we 
have no chance at all unless we surprise them." 

"I will do whate'er you bid ," said Gerard meekly. 

There was a cupboard on the same side as the door; but 
between it and the window. It reached nearly to the ground, 
but not quite. Denys opened the cupboard door and placed 
Gerard on a chair behind it. "If they run for the bed, strike 
at the napes of tiieir necksl a sword cut there always kills or 
disables." He then arranged the bolsters and their shoes in 
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the bed so as to deceiye a penon peeping from a diBtance, and 
drew the short curtains at the hecid. 

Meantime Gerard was on his knees. Denjs looked round 
and saw him. 

"Ah!" Said Denys, "above all praj them to forgive me 
for bringing yon into this guet-apens ! " 

And now thej grasped hands and looked in one another*8 
ejes; oh, suchalook! Denys's band was cold, and Gkrard*s 
warm. 

Thej took their posts. 

Denys blew out äie candle. 

" We must keep silence now." 

Bat in the terrible tension of their nerves and very sools 
they fonnd they could hear a whisper fainter than any man 
coold catch at all ontside that doon They conld hear each 
other's hearts thomp at times. 

**<jK>od newi i^ breathed Denys, listening at the door. 

« They are CMting lote." 

<'Pray that it may be the Abbot.** 

"Yei. Why?" 

*' If he oomei alone I can make aore of him.** 

"Denyil" 

"Ay!" 

**I fear I ihall go mad, if they do not eome loon." 

** Shall I feign ileep ? Shall I anore ? ** 

"Will that — ?»' 

"Perhapa." 

"Do then, and Ood have meroy on oel** 

Denys snored at intervals. 

There was a scnffling of feet heard in the kitchen, and 
then all was still. 

Denys snored again. Then took np his position behind 
the door. 

But he, or they, who had drawn the lot, seemed determined 
to rmi no foolish risks. Nothing was attempted in a hnrry. 

When they were almost starved with coid, and waiting for 
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the attack, the door on the stairs opened softly and dosed 
SLgam, Nothing more. 

There was another harrowing silence. 

Then a single light footstep on the stair; and nothing 
more. 

Then a light crept under the door : and nothing more. 

Presently there was a gentle scratching, not half so loud 
as a mouse's, and the false door-post opened by degrees and 
left a perpendicular space , through which the light streamed 
in. The door , had it been bolted , would now have hang by 
the bare tip of the holt, which went into the real door-post, 
but, as it was, it swung gently open of itself. It opened in- 
wards, so Denys did not raise his cross-bow from the ground, 
but merely grasped his dagger. 

The candle was held up , and shaded from behind by a 
man's hand. 

He was inspecting the beds from the threshold satisfied 
that his victims were both in bed. 

The man glided into the apartment. Bat at the first step 
something in the position of the cap-board and chair made 
him oneasy. He ventored no further , bat put the candle on 
the floor and stooped to peer ander the chair; bat, as he 
stooped, an iron hand grasped his shoalder, and a dagger was 
driven so fiercely through his neck that the point came out at 
his gollet. There was aterrible hiccough, bat no cry; and 
half a dozen silent strokes foUowed in swift succession, each 
a death blow, and the assassin was laid noiselessly on the 
floor. 

Denys closed the door; bolted it gently; drew the post to, 
and even while he was doing it whispered Gerard to bring a 
chair. It was done. 

"Help me set him up.*' 

"Dead?" 

"Parbleu." 

"What for?" 

'* FHghten them ! Gain time." 
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£ven while saying thia, Denys had whipped a piece of 
string round the dead man*8 neck, and tied him to the ehair, 
and there the ghastly figore 8at fronting the door. 

" DeoyB, I can do beUer. Sftintt forgive me !^ 

" What? Be quick then, we have not many momenU.** 

And Denys got his cross-bow ready, and, tearing off his 
straw mattress, reared it before him and prepared to shoot tiie 
moment the door should open, for he had no hope any more 
would come singly, when they found the first did not retom. 

While thus employed, Gerard was bosy about the seated 
corpse, and, tohisamazement, Denys saw a luminoos glow 
spreading rapidly over the white face. 

Q^rard blew out the candie. And on this the corpse's face 
shone still more like a glowworm's head. 

Denys shook in his shoes, and his teeth chattered. 

"What in Heaven*! name is thii?" he whispered 
" Hoah I Hit bat phoaphoroi. Bat Hwlll terve." 
*' Awayl they will aarpriae thee.^ 

In fact uneasy mutterings were heard below, and at last 
a deep voice said, ^^What makes him so long? is the drole 
riflingthem?" 

It was their comrade they suspected then, not the enemy. 
Soon a Step came soffcly but rapidly up the stairs: the door 
was gently tried. 

When this resisted, which was clearlynotexpected, tiie 
sbam post was very cautiously moved, and an eye no doubt 
peeped through the apeiiiure : for there was a howl of dismay, 
and the man was heard to stumble back and burst into the 
kitchen, where a Babel of voices rose directly on his retum. 

Gerard ran to the dead thief and began to work on him 
again. 

"Back,madmani" whispered Denys. 

"Nay, nay. I know those Ignorant brutes. They will not ventore 
here awhile. I can make him ten timea more fearftil." 

" At leaat olose that opening.! Let them not see yoa at yoor devilish 
work." 
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Gerard closed the sham post, and in half a minute bis 
brush made the dead head a sight to strike any man with dis- 
may. He put his art to a stränge use, and one tinparalleled 
perhaps in the history of mankind. He iUuminated his dead 
enemy's face to frighten his iiving foe: the staring eyeballs 
he made globes of £re; the teeth he left white, for so they 
wäre more terrible by the contrast, bat the palate and tongae 
lie tipped with fire , and made one lurid cavem of the red 
depths the chap-f allen jaw revealed: and on the brow he 
wrote in buming letters "I^a mort*" And, while he was 
doing it, the stout Denys was quaking, and fearing the 
vengeance of Heaven ; for one man's courage is not another*s; 
and the band of miscreants below were quarrelling and dis- 
puting loudly, and now without disguise. 

The Steps that led down to the kitchen were fifteen , bat 
they were nearlyperpendicalar: therewas therefore in point 
of fact no distance between the besiegers and besieged, and 
the latter now caaght almost every word. At last one was 
beard to cry out ^*I teil ye the devU. has got him and branded 
him with hell-£re. I am more like to leave this cursed hoose 
than go again into a room that is füll of fiends." 

"Artdrunk? ormad? oracoward?" saidanother. 
" Call me a coward , TU give thee my dagger*s point, and 
send thee ^ere Pierre sits o' fire for ever." 

"Come, no quarrelling when work is afoot," roared a 
tremendous diapason, "or TU brain ye both with my fist, and 
send ye where we shall all go soon or late." 
"TheAbbot," whispered Denys, gravely. 
He feit the voice he had just heard coiüd belong to no man 
but the colossus he had seen in passing through Üie kitchen, 
It made the place vibrate. The quarrelling continued some 
time, and then there was a dead silence 

"Look oat, Gerard." 
"Ay. Wh»twlU they donext?" 
"We shall soon know." 

"8h*U I wait for you, or eut down tho first that opens the door?" 
" Wait «or me, leet we strike the same and waste a blow. Alaal w« 
cannot afford that.*' 
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Dead silence. 

Sudden came into the room a thing that made them start 
and Üieir hearts quiver. 

And whatwasit? Amoonbeam. 

Even 80 can this machine , the body, by the souI^b action 
be Strang up to start and quiver. The sudden ray shot keen 
and pure into that shamble. 

Its cabn , cold , silvery soul traversed the apartment in a 
stream of no great volume ; for the window was narrow. 

After the first tremor Gerard whispered, "Courage, 
Denys! God*8 eye is on us even here." And he feil upon his 
knees with his face turned towards the window. 

Ay it was like a hoiy eye opening suddenly on human 
crime and human passions. Many a scene of blood and crime 
that pure cold eye has rested on ; but on few more ghastly 
than this, where two men, with a lighted corpse between 
them, waited panting, to kill and bc killed. Nor did the 
moonlight deaden that horrible corpse-light If anytliing it 
added to its ghastliness: for the body sat at the edge of the 
moonbeam, which cut sharp across the Shoulder and the ear, 
and seemed blue and ghastly and unnatural by the aide of 
tiiat lurid glow in which the face and eyes and teeth shone 
horribly. But Denys dared not look that way. 

The moon drew a broad stripe of light across the door, 
and on that his eyes were glued. Presently he whispered, 
"Gerard!" 

Gerard looked and raised his sword. 

Acutely as they had listened they had heard of late no 
sound on the stair. ' Yet there — on the door-post , at the edge 
of the stream of moonlight, were the tips of the fingers of a 
band. 

The nails glistened. 

Presently they began to crawl, andcrawl, down towards 
the holt, but with inlnite slowness and caution. In so doing 
they crept into the moonlight. The actual motion was imper* 



AND THE HEARTH. 253 

xseptible, butslowly, slowly, the fingers came out whiter and 
•whiter; bat the band between the mam knuckles and the 
imciBt remained dark. 

Denys slowly raised bis crossbow. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Hs levelled it. He took a long steady aim. 

Gerard palpitated. At last üie crossbow twanged. The 
hand was instantly nailed, with a stem jar , to the quivering 
doorpost. Therewasascreamof anguish. "Cut," whispered 
I>enys eagerly, and Gerard's uplifted sword descended and 
severed the wrist with two swift blows. A body sank down 
moaning outside. 

The hand remained inside, inunovable, with blood trick- 
ling from it down the wall. The fierce holt slightly barbed 
had gone through it, and deep into the real door-post. 

**Two," Said Denys, with terrible cynicism. 

He strung bis crossbow, and kneeled behind bis cover 
again. 

" The next wiU be the Abbot.»' 

The wounded man moved, and presently crawled down 
to bis companions on the stairs, and the kitchen door was 
sbut. 

There nothing was heard now but low muttering. The 
last incident had revealed the mortal character of the weapons 
used by the besieged. 

'*I begin to think the Abbofs stomach is not so great as 
bis body," said Denys. 

The words were scarcely put of bis mouth, when the 
foUowing events happened all in a couple of seconds. The 
kitchen door was opened roughly, a heavy but actire man 
darted up the steps without any manner of disguise , and a 
Single ponderous blow sent the door not only off its hinges, 
but right across the room on to Denys's fortification, which 
it Struck so rudely as nearly to lay him flat. And in the door- 
way stood a colossus with a glittering axe. 
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He saw the dead man with the moon*8 blae ligbt on haU 
bis face, and the red light on the other half and inside Mb 
chapf allen jaws: he stared, his arms feil, his knees knocked 
together, and he cronched with terror. 

'*La mobt!** he cried in tones of terror, and tomed and 
fled. In which act Denys started np and shot him throogh 
both jaws. He sprang with one bound into the kitchen, and 
there leaned on bis axe , spitting blood and teeth and cnrses. 

Denys sträng his bow and pnt his band into his breast. 

He drew it out dismayed. 

^'My last bolt is gone,** he groaned. 

"But we have onr swords, and yon have slain the giant." 

"No, Grerard," saidDenys grarely: "I have not. And 
the worst is I have wonuded him. Fool! to shoot at a retreat- 
ing lion. He had neverfaced thybandiwork again, but for 
my meddling.** 

''Ha! toyonrgaard! 1 beaa them open the door.** 

ThenDenys, depressed by the one error he bad conunitted 
in all tbis fearful night, feit convinced bis last honr had come. 
He drew his sword, bat like one doomed. Bat what is tbis ? a 
red light flickers on the ceiling. Gkrard flew to tbe window 
and looked oat. There were men with torches, and breast* 
plates gleaming red. ''Wearesaved! 'Armedmenf* And 
be dashed his sword throagh the window shoating "Qoick! 
qoickl we are sore pressed." 

"Backl" yelled Denys; "they come! strike none but 
him!" 

That yery moment the Abbot and two men with naked 
weapons rashed into the room. Even as they came , tbe outer 
door was hammered fiercely , and the Abbot*8 comrades bear- 
ing it , and seeing the torcblight , tumed and fled. Not so tbe 
terrible Abbot: wild with rage and pain, he spumed bis dead 
comrade, chair and all, across the room, tben, as tbe men 
faced him on each side with kindling eyeballs, he waved his 
tremendous axe like a featber right and left, and cleared a 
Space, tben lifted it to bew tbem both in pieces. 

His antagonists were inferior in strengtb , but not in swift- 
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ness and daring, and above all they had settled how to attack 
faim. The moment he reared his axe, they flew at him like 
cats, and both together. If he Struck a füll blow with his 
-weapon he would most likely kill one , but the other would 
certainly kill him: he saw this, and intelligent as well as 
powerfol, he thrust the handle fiercely in Denys's face , and, 
taming , jobbed with the steel at Gerard. Denys went stag- 
gering back covered with blood. Gerard had rushed in like 
lightning, and, just as the axe tumed to descend on him, 
drore his sword so fiercely through the gianf s body , that the 
very hilt sounded on his ribs like the blow of a pugilist, and 
Denys, staggering back to help his friend, saw a steel point 
come out of the Abbot behind. 

The stricken giant bellowed like a bull, dropped his axe,. 
and clutching Gerard*s throat tremendously , shook hliü like 
a child. Then Denys with a fierce snarl drove his sword intö 
the giant*8 back. " Stand firm now ! " and he pushed the cold 
steel through and through the giant and out at his breast. 

Thus horribly spitted on both sides, the Abbot, gave a 
violent shudder, and his heels hammered the ground convul- 
sively. His lips, fast taming blue, opened wide anddeep, 
and he cried "La mobt I — la mobt I — ia mobt ! ! " The first 
time in a roar of despair, and then twice in a horror-stricken 
whisper never to be forgotten. 

Just then the street door was forced. 

Suddenly the Abbot's arms whirled like windmills, and his 
huge body wrenched wildly and carried them to the doorway, 
twisting their wrists and nearly throwing them ofi* their 
legs. 

"He*li win clear yet," cried Denys: "out steel! and in 
again!" 

They tore out their smoking swords, but, ere theycould 
Stab again, the Abbot leaped fall five feet high , and feil with 
a tremendous crash against the door below , carrying it away 
with him like a sheet of paper , and through the aperture the 
glare of torches burst on the awe-struck faces above, half 
blinding them. 
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The thieves at the first alarm had made for the back dooi, 
bat driven thence by a strong guard ran back to the kitch^, 
just in time to see the lock forced out of the socket, and half a 
dozen mailed archers burst in upon them. On these in pure 
despair they drew their swords. 

But ere a blow was Struck on either side, the staircase 
door behind them was battered into their midst with one pon- 
derous blow, and with it the Abbot*s body came flying, hurled, 
as they thought, by no mortal band, androlled on thefloor 
spouting blood from back and bosom in two furious jets, and 
quivered, but breathed no more. 

The thieves smitten with dismay feil on their knees 
directly, and the archers bound them, while, above, the 
rescued ones still stood like statues rooted to the spot, their 
dripping swords extended in the red torchlight, expecting 
their indomitable enemy to leap back on them as wonderfullj 
as he had gone 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

<< Whbbb be the true men?" 

" Here be we. Gk)d bless you all I God bless you I " 

There was a rush to the stairs , and half a dozen hard bat 
friendly hands were held out and grasped them warmly. 
"Y'havesavedourlives, lads," criedDenys, "y'haresayed 
our lives this night." 

A wild sight met the eyes of the rescued pair. The room 
£aring with torches, the glittering breastplates of the archers, 
their bron'zed faces, the white cheeks of the boimd thieves, 
and the bleeding giant, whose dead body these hard men left 
lying there in its own göre. 

Gerard went round the archers and took them each by the 
hand with glistening eyes, and on this they all kissed him; 
^d this time he kissed them in retum. Then he said to one 
handsome archer of bis own age, ^'Prithee, good soldier, have 
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an eye to me. A stränge drowsiness overcomes me. Let no 
one cut my throat while I sleep — for pity's sake." 

The archer promised with a laugh; for he thought Gerard 
was jesting: and the latter went off into a deep sleep almost 
immediately. 

Denys was sniprised at this: but did not interfere; for it 
suited his immediate purpose. A couple of archers were in- 
specting the Abbot's body, tuming it half over with their feet, 
and inquiring, "Which of the two had flung this enormous 
rogue down from an upper story like that; they would fain 
have the trick of his arm." 

Denys at first pished and pshawed, bat dared not play the 
braggart, for he said to himself "That young vagabond will 
break in and say 'twas the fingerof Heaven, and no mortal 
arm , or some such stuff , and make me look like a fool." But 
now, seeing Gerard unconscious, he suddenly gave thisre- 
quired information. 

"Well, then, you see, comrades, I had run my sword 
through this one up to the hilt; and one or two more of *em 
came buzzing about me; so itbehovedme have my sword or 
die : so I just put my foot against his stomach , gave a tug with 
my band and a spring with my foot, and sent him flyingto 
kingdom come ! He died in the air , and his Carrion roUed in 
amongst you without ceremony: made you jump I Warrant 
me. But pikestaves and pillage! what avails prattling of 
these tnfles once they are gone by? buvons, camarades, 
buvons." 

The archers remarked that it was easy to say "buvons** 
where no liquor was, but not so easy to do it. 

"Nay, m soon find ye liquor. My nose hath a natural 
alacrity at scenting out the wine. You follow me : and I my 
nose : bring a torch ! " And they left the room, and , finding a 
Short flight of stone Steps, descended them and entered alarge, 
low, damp cellar. 

It smelt close and dank: and thewalls were encrusted here 
and there with what seemed cobwebs; but proved to be salt-» 

^ The QaUter ani the Hearth, U ^7 
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petre that had oozed out of tbe damp stones, and crystal- 
lized. 

"OhI the fine mouldy smell," said Denys. "In such 
placen still lurks the good wine : advance thy torch. Oiable ! 
what is that in the comer? A pile of rags? No: 'tis a 
man." 

They gathered round with the torch, and lo! a fignre 
crouched on a heap in the comer, pale as a8he8,and shlvering. 

" Why, it is the landlord," said Denys. 

" Get up, thou craven heart ! " shouted one of the archers. 

** Why, man, the thieves are bonnd, and we are dry, that 
bonnd them. Up ! and show us thy wine ; for no bottles see I 
here." 

"What, be the rascals bonnd?" stammered the pale land- 
lord ; * * good news. W — w — wine ? that will I, honest airs." 

And he rose with onsure joints and offered to lead the way 
to the wine cellar. But Denys interposed. " You are all in 
the dark, comrades. He is in league with the thieves.** 

"Alack, good soldier, me in league with the aocumed 
robbers ! Is that reasonable ? " 

"The girl said so any way." 

"Thegirl! What girl? Ah!Curseher, traitress!" 

"Well," interposed the other archer; "the girl is not herc, 
but gone on to the bailiff. So let the burghers settle whether 
this craven be guilty or no : for we caught him not in the act: 
and let him draw us our wine." 

"One moment," said Denys, shrewdly. "Why eursed 
he the girl? If he be a true man, he should bless her as 
we do." 

" Alas, sirl" said the landlord, "I have but my good name 
toliveby, and I eursed her toyou, because you said she had 
belied me." 

"Humph I I trow thou art a thief , and where is the tiiief 
that cannot lie with a smooth face? Therefore hold him, 
comrades : a prisoner can draw wine an if bis hands be not 
bonnd." 

The landlord offered no objection; but on the oontraiy 
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r flÄidjbe,iW«uld with pleaaure show them where his little stock 
of wine was, but hoped they would pay for what they should 
drink, Cor Ha rent was^due this two months. 

TJ^i archers «miledgrimly at hissimplicity as they thought 
it ; one of them laid a hand quietly but firmly on his Shoulder, 
the other led on with the torch. 

They had reached the threshold when Denys cried 
"Haiti" 

"Whatis't?" 

"Here be bottles in this comer ; advance thy light." 

" The torch-bearer went towards him. He had just taken 
off his scabbard and was probing the heap the landlord had 
just been crouched upon. 

^^Nay, nay," cried the landlord, "thewineisinthenext 
> oellar. There is nothing there" 

"Nothing is mighty hard, then," said Denys, and drew out 
something with his band from the heap. 

It proved to be only a bone. 

Denys threw it on the floor : it rattled. 

"There is nought there but the bones of the house," said 
the landlerd. 

" Just now 'twas nothing. Now that we have found some- 
thing 'tis nothing but bones. Here 's another. Humph? 
look at this one, comrade; and you come too and look at it, 
and bring yon smooth knave along." 

The archer with the torch, whose name was Philippe, held 
the bone to the light and tumed it round and round. 

"WeU?" said Denys. 

•* Well, if this was a field of battle I should say 'twas the 
shank-bone of a man ; no more , no less. But *tisn*t a battle 
field, nor a churchyard; *tis an inn." 

" True , mate : but yon knave*s ashy face is as good a light 
to me as a field of battle. I read the bone by it. Bring yon 
face nearer, I say. When the chine is amissing, and the 
house dog can't look at you without his tail creeping between 
his legs , who was the thief ? Good brothers mine , my mind 
it doth misgive me. The deeper I thrust the more there be. 

17» 
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Mayhap if these bones could teil their tale they woold make 
true men's flesh creep that heard it.'* 

" Aias ! young man , what hideous fancies are these I The 
bones are bones ofbeeves, andsheep, andkids, and not, as 
you think, of men and women. H0I7 saints presenre ns I *' 

" Hold tby peace ! thy words are air. Thou hast not got 
burghers by the ear, that know not a veal knuckle ^m their 
grandsire*s ribs; bnt soldiers — men that have gone to look 
for their dearcomrades, and found their bones picked as clean 
by the crows, as these I donbt have been by thee and thy 
mates. Men and women, saidst thou? Andprithee, when 
spake I a word of women*s bones? Wonldst make a child 
suspect thee. Field of battle , comrade I Was not this hoose 
a field of battle half an hour agone? Drag him close to me, 
let me read his face : now then, what is this, thon knave ? ** and 
he thrust a small object suddenly in his face. 

"AlasIIknownot" 

''Well, I would not swear neither; but it is too like the 
thumb bone of a man*shand; mates, my flesh it creeps. 
Churchyard ! how know I this is not one?" 

And he now drew his sword out of the scabbard and began 
to rake the heap of earth and broken crockery and bones ont 
on the floor. 

The landlord assured him he but wasted bis time. '' We 
poor innkeepers are sinners," said he, " we give short measure 
and baptize the wine : we are fain to do these things; the laws 
are so unjust to us; but we are not assassins. How could we 
afford to kill our customers? May Heaven's lightning strike 
me dead if there be any bones there but such as have been 
used for meat. *Tis the kitchen wench flings them here: I 
swear by God*8 holy mother , by holy Paul , by holy Dominie, 
and Denys my patron saint ah ! " 

Denys held out a bone under his eye in dead silence. It 
was a bone nomanhoweverignorant, howeyerlying, could 
confound with those of sheep or oxen. The sight of it shut 
the lying lips, and palsied the heartless heart 

fhe landlord*s hair rose visibly on his head like spikes, 
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and his knees gave wbj as if his limbs had been Struck from 
Tinder him. But the archers dragged him fiercely up , and 
kept him erect ander the torch staring fascinated at the dead 
skull which, white as the living cheek opposed, but no whiter, 
glared back again at is murderer, whose pale lips nowopened, 
and opened, but could utter no sound. 

"Ahl" Said Denys, solemnly, and trembling now with 
rage, "look on the sockets out of which thou hast picked the 
ey es , and let them blast thine eyes , that crows shall pick out 
ere this week shall end. Now, hold thou that while I search 
on.. Hold it, I say, or here I rob the gallo ws — "and he 
threatened the quaking wretch with his naked sword, tili 
with a groan he took the skull and held it, almost fainting. 

Oh! thatevery murderer, andcontriver of murder, could 
866 him, sick, and staggering with terror, and with his hair on 
end holding the cold skull, and feeling that his own head 
would soon be like it. And soon the heap was scattered, and, 
alas ! not one nor two , but many skulls were brought to light, 
the culprit moaning at each discovery. 

Suddenly Denys uttered a stränge cry of distress to come 
from so bold and hard a man ; and held up to the torch a mass 
of human hair. It was long, glossy, and golden. A woman's 
beautiful hair. At the sight of it the archers instinctively 
shook the craven wretch in their hands : and he whined. 

'^I have a little sister with hair just so fair and shining as 
this,*' gulped Denys. "Jesu! if it should be hersT* There 
quick, taie my sword and dagger, and keep them from my 
band, lest I strike him dead and wrong the gibbet. And thou, 
poor innocent victim , on whose head this most lovely hair did 
grow, hear me swear thus, on bended knee, never to leave 
this man tili I see him broken to pieces on the wheel even for 
thy sake." 

He rose from his knee. *'Ay, had he as many lives as here 
be hairs, I'd have them all, by Grod." And he put the hair into 
his bosom. Then in a sudden fury seized the landlord fiercely 
by the neck, and forced him to his knees; and foot on head 
ground his face savagely among the bones of his victims, 
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where they lay thickest: and tke assasMn first yelled, theo 
wbined and whimpered, just as a dogfirst jells, then whines, 
when bis nose i» so forced into Bome lereret or otiier innocent 
he has killed. 

"Now lend me thy bowstring^, Philippe I" He passed it 
through the eyes of a skull alteraately , and hung the ghastly 
relic of mortality and crime round the man's neck; then 
puUed him up and kicked him-industriously into the kitchen, 
where one of the aldexmen of the burg^ had arrived with 
constables, and was even now taking an archer's deposi- 
tion. 

The grave burgher was much startied at sight of the 
landlord driven in bleeding from a dozen Scratches inflicted 
by the bones of his own victims, and oarrying bis horrible 
coUar. But Denys came panüng after, and in a few £ery 
words soon made all clear. 

^^Bind him like the rest," said the alderman stemly. ^^I 
count him the blackest of them all/* 

While his hauds were being bound, the poor wretch 
begged piteously that ^^the skull might be taken from him." 

^^Humph!" said the alderman. *' Certes I had not ordered 
such a thing to be put on mortal man. Yet being there I will 
not lift Toice nor finger to doff it. Methinks it fits thee truly, 
thou bloody dog. *Tis thy ensign, and hangs well above a 
heart so foul as thine." 

He then inquired of Denys if he thought they had secured 
the whole gang, or but a part. 

"Your worship," said Denys, "there are but seven of 
them, and this landlord. One we slew upstairs, one we 
trundled down dead, the rest are bound before you." 

" Good ! go fetch the dead one from upstairs, and lay him 
beside him I caused to be removed." 

Here a voice like a guinea-fowl's broke peevishly in, 
"Now, now, now, where is the band? that is what I want to 
see." The Speaker was a little pettifogging clerk. 

" You will find it above, nailed to the door-post by a cross- 
bow holt" 
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"Good!" Said the clerk. He whispered his master, 
'* What a goodly show will the *pi^ces de conviction* 
make ! " and with this he wrote them down, enomerating them 
in separate squeaks as he penned them. Skulls, — Bones, — 
A. woman's hair, — A thief *s hand, — 1 axe, — 2 carcases, — 1 
cross-bow holt This done, he itched to search the cellar 
himself : there might be other invaluable morseis of evidence, 
an ear, or even an earring. The alderman assentiug he caught 
up a torch and was hurrying thither, when an accident 
stopped him , and indeed carried him a step or two in the op- 
posite direction. 

The constables had gone up the stair in single file. 

But the head constable no sooner saw the phosphorescent 
corpse seated by the bedside, than he stood stupefied: and 
next he began to shake like one in an ague , and , terror gain- 
ing on him more and more, he uttered a sort of howl and 
recoiled swiftly. Forgetting the steps, in bis recoil, he 
tombled over backward on bis nearest companion: but äc, 
shaken by the shout of dismay, and catching a glimpse of 
aomething horrid, was already staggering back, and in no 
eondition to sustain the head constable , who , like most head 
constables, was a ponderous man. The two carried away the 
third, and the three the fourth, and they streamed intothe 
kitchen, and settled on the floor , overlapping each other like 
a sequence laid out on a card table. The clerk coming hastily 
with his torch ran an involuntary tilt again the fourth man, 
who, sharing the momentam of the mass, knocked him in- 
stantly on his back, the ace of that fair quint: andtheiehe 
lay kicking and waving his torch , apparently in trinmph , but 
really in convulsion; sense and wind being driven out to« 
gether by the concussion. 

" What is to do now , in Heaven's name? " cried the alder- 
man , starting up with considerable alarm. But I>euyB ex« 
plained, and offered to accompany his worship. ** g^ ^j^ it " 
Said the latter. His men picked themselves ruefally u^ «J^ 
the alderman put himself at their head and examixx^^ ^^ 
mises above and below.) As for the prisonera, tWvT^T^" 
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rogatory was postponed tili tkej coold be confronted with the 
servant. 

Before dawn, the thieves, alive and dead, and all the relics 
and evidences of crime and retribution, were swept away into 
the law's net , and the inn was silent and almost deserted. 
There remained but one constable, and Denys and Gerard, 
the latter still sleeping heavily. 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Gbrabd awoke , and found Denys watching him with some 
anxiety. 

" It is you for sleeping ! Why, *tis high noon." 

*^It was a blessed sleep,** said Gcrard, *^methinks Heaven 
sent it me. It hath put as it were a veil between me and that 
awful night. To think that you and I sit here alive ana well. 
Ho w terrible a dream I seem to have had ! '* 

"Ay, lad, that is the wise way to look at these things, when 
once they are past, why they are dreams, shadows. Break thy 
fast, and then thou wilt think no more on*t. Moreover I pro- 
mised to bring thee on to the town by noon, and take thee to 
his worship." 

"Thou shalt not break troth for me." 

Gerard then sopped some rye bread in red wine and ate it 
to break his fast: then went with Denys over the scene of 
combat, and came back shuddering, and finally took the road 
with his friend, and kept peering through the hedges, and 
ezpecting sudden attacks unreasonably , tili they reached the 
little town. Denys took him to " The White Hart." 

** No fear of cut-throats here," said he. " I know the land- 
lord this many a year. He is a burgess , and looks to be 
bailiff. *Tis here I was making for yestreen. But we lost time, 
and night o'ertook us — and — " 

"Ajid you saw a woman at the door, and would be wiser 
thau la Jeanneton ; she told us they were nought." 

"Why, what saved ourlives, if not a woman? Ay, and 
risked her own to do it" 
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"That 18 true, Denys, and though women are nothing 
to me, I long to thank this poor girl, and reward her, ay 
tliough I ßhare every doit in my purse with her. Do not 
you?" 

"Parbleu." 

" Where shall we find her?" 

'^Mayhap the alderman will teil us. We must go to him 
first." 

The alderman received them with a most singular and in- 
explicable expression of countenance. However, after a 
xnoment's reflection, he wore a grim smile, and finallypro- 
ceeded to put interrogatories to Gerard, and took down the 
answers. This done he told them that they must stay in the 
town tili the thieves were tried, and be at hand to give 
evidence, on peril of fine and imprisonment. They looked 
very blank at this. 

"However," said he, "'twill not be long, the culprits hav- 
ing been taken red-handed." He added, " and you know in 
any case you could not leave the place this week." 

Denys stared at this remark, and Gerard smiled at what 
he thought the simplicity of the old gentleman in dreaming 
that a provincial town of Burgundy had attraction to detain 
him from Borne and Margaret. 

He now went to that which was nearest both their hearts. 
" Your worship," said he, " we cannot find our benefactress in 
the town." 

"Nay, but who is your benefactress?" 

** Who? why the good girl that came to you by night and 
saved our livcs at peril of her owu. Oh sir, our hearts bum 
within US to thank and bless her: where is she? " 

" Oh, «A« is in prison." 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

**lNprison, sir; goodlack, forwhatmisdeed?" 

"Well, she is a witness, and may be a necessary one." 

"Why, MesBire BaiiifP," put inDenyB, "you laj not all 
your witnesses by fhe heels I trow." 

The aldennaü, pleased at being cailed bailiff, became 
communicatiTe. " In a case of blood we detain all testimony 
that is like to give US lejg; bail, and so defeat Justice, andthat 
is why we still keep the womenfolk. For a man at odd times 
bides a week in one mind, bat a woman, if she do her duty to 
the realm o* Friday, she shall undo it afore Sunday, or try. 
Could you see yon wench now, you should find her a blubber- 
ing at having betrayed five maJes to the gallows. Had tiiey 
been females, we might have trusted to a subpoena. Fat 
they despise one another. And there they show some sense. 
But now I think on*t, tiiere were other reasons for laying this 
one by the heels. Hand me those depositions, yoong sir.** 
And he put on his glasses. "Ayl she was impHcated: she 
was one of the band." 

A loud disdaimer burst from Denys and G^rard at onee. 

"No need to deave me" said the aldennan. "Here 'tis 
in black and white. ' Jean Hardy (that is one of the thieves), 
being questioned, confessed that,* — humph? Ay, here 'tis. 
'And that the girl Manon was the decoy, and her sweetheart 
was Georges Vipont, one of the band; and hanged last 
month: and that she had been deject ever since, and had 
openly blamed the band for his deaüi, saying, if they had not 
been rank cowards, he had never been taken, and it is his 
opinion she did but betray them out of very spite, and — ^ " 

"His opinion," cried Gerard indignantly, "whatsignifies 
the opinion of a cut-throat, burning to bc revenged on her 
who has delivered him to justice? And an yon go to that 
what avails his testimony ? Is a thief never a liar? Is he not 
aye a liar? and here a motive to lie? Kevenge, why *tis the 
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strongestof allthepassions. And oh, sir, what madness to 
question a detected felon and listen to him lying away an 
honest life — as if he were a true man swearing in open day, 
with his trae hand on the Gospel laid ! " 

"Young man," saidthe alderman, "restrain thy heatin 
presence of authority! I find by your tongue you are a 
stranger. Enow then that in this land we question all the 
World. We are not so weak as to hope to get at the trath by 
shutting either onr left ear or our right." 

**And so you would listen to Satan belying the saints ! ** 

"Tal ta! The law meddles but with men and women, 
and these cannot utter a story all lies, let them try ever so. 
Wherefore we shut not the bam-door (as the saying is) 
against any man*s grain. Only having taken it in we do 
winnow and sift it. And who told you I had swallowed the 
thief 's story whole like fair water? Not so. I did but credit 
so much on*t as was bome out by better proof." 

"Better proof?" and Gerard looked blank. " Why who 
but the thieves would breathe a word against her?'* 

"Marry, herseif." 

"Herself, sir? what did you question her too?" 

"I teil you we question all the world. Here is her de- 
position, can you read? — Bead it yourself then." 

G^rard looked at Denys and read him 

MANOn'S DEPOSITION. 

"I am a native of Epinal. I left my native place two 
years ago because I was unfortunate: I could not like the 
man they bade me. So my father beat me. I ran away ft-om 
my father. I wcnt to service. I left Service because the 
mistress was j ealous of me. The reason they gave for tuming 
me off was , because I was saucy. Last year I stood in the 
market-place to be hired with other girb. The landlord of 
* The Fair Star' hired me. I was eleven months with him. 
A young man courted me. I loved him. I found out that 
travellers came and never went away again. I told my lover. 
He bade me hold my peace. Hc threatened me. I found my 
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lover was one of a band of thieves. Wheu travellers were to 
be robbed the landlord went out and told the band to come. 
Then I wept and prayed for the travellers* souls. I neyer 
told. A month ago my lover died. 

"The soldier put me in mind of my lover. He was 
bearded like him I had lost. I cannot teil whether I should 
have interfered, if he had had no beard. I am sorry I told 
now." 

The paper almost dropped from Grerard's hands. Now 
for the first tune he saw tiiat Manon's life was in mortal 
danger. He knew the dogged law, and the dogged men that 
ezecuted it. He threw himself suddenly on his knees at the 
alderman's feet. "Oh, sirl think of the diflference between 
those cruel men and this poor weak woman ! Could you have 
the heart to send her to the same death with them; could you 
have the heart to condemn us to look on and see her 
slaughtered, who, but that she risked her life for ours , had 
not now been in jeopardy? Alas, sir! show me and my 
comrade some pity, if you have none for her, poor souL 
Denys and I be true men , and you will rend our hearts if you 
kill that poor simple girl. What can we do? What is left 
for US to do then but cut our throats at her gallow's foot?" 

The alderman was tough, but mortal; the prayers and 
agitation of Gerard first astounded, then touched him. He 
showed it in a curious way. He became peevish and fretful. 
"There get up, do," said he. "I doubt whether anybody 
would say as many words for me. What ho, Daniel! go 
fetch the town clerk." And, on that funetionary entering 
from an adjoining room, "Here is a foolish lad fretting about 
yon girl, Can we Stretch a point? say we admit her to bear 
witness, and question her favourably." 

The town clerk was one of your "impossibiliiy " men. 

"Nay, sir, we cannot do that: she was not concemedin 
this business, Had she been accessary, we might have oflPered 
her a pardon to bear witness." 

Gerard burst in. "But she did better. Instead of being 
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accessary, she stayed the crime ; and sheproffered herseif as 
witness by running hither with the tale." 

**Tush, youngman, 'tis a matter of law." Thealderman 
and the clerk then had a long discossion^the one maintaining, 
the other denying y that she stood as fair in law , as if she had 
been accessary to the attempt on our travellers' lives. And 
this was lucky for Manon: for the alderman, irritated by the 
Clerk reiterating that he could not do this, and could not that, 
and could not do t'other, said ^^he woold show him he could 
do anything he chose." And he had Manon out, and, upon 
the landlord of the " White Hart" being her bondsman , and 
Denjs depositing five gold pieces with lum , and the girl pro- 
mising, not without some coaxing from Denys, to attend as a 
witness, heliberatedher, but eased his conscience by telling 
her in his own terms his reason for this leniency. 

" The town had to buy a new rope for everybody hanged, 
and present it to the bourreau, or eise Compound with him in 
money: and she was not in his opinion worththis municipal 
ezpense; whereas decided characters like her late con- 
federates , were." And so Denys and Gerard carried her off, 
Grerard dancing round her for joy, Denys keeping up her 
heart by assuring her of the demise of a troublesome per- 
sonage, and she weeping inauspiciously. However, on the 
road to the "White Hart" the public found her out, and 
having heard the whole story from the archers, who naturally 
told it warmly in her favour, followed her hurrahing and en- 
couraging her, tili finding herseif backed by numbers she 
plucked up heart. The landlord too saw at a glance that her 
presence in the inn would draw custom, and received her 
politely and assigned her an upper Chamber: here she buried 
herseif, and being alone rained tears again. 

Poor little mind, it was like aripple, up and down, down 
and up , up and down. Bidding the landlord be very kind to 
her, and keep her a prisoner without letting her feel it, the 
friends went out: and lo I as they stepped into the street they 
saw two processions Coming towards them ^m opponte 
Bldes. One was a large one attended with noise and howl« 
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and those indeBcribable cries, by which rüde natures rereil 
at odd times that relationship to the beasts of the field and 
forest, which at other times we succeed in hiding. The otiier 
very thinly attended hy a few nons and friars, came slow and 
silent. 

The prisoners going to exposure in the market-plaee. 
The gathered bones of Üie victims eoming to the chnrchyaid. 

^d the two met in the narrow street nearly at tiie inn 
door , and could not pass each other for a long time , and ihe 
hier, that bore the relics of mortality, got wedged against Ihe 
cart that carried the men, who had made those bones what 
they were, and in a few hours most die for it.themselves. Tbe 
mob had not the quick intelligence to be at onee strack witii 
this Stern meeting: but at last a woman cried ^'Look at jour 
work, je dogsl" and the orowd took it like wildfire, and 
there was a horrible yell, and the cnlprits groaned and tried 
to hide their heads upon their bosoms, bat coold not, their 
hands being tied. And there thej stood Images of pale 
hoUow-eyed despair, and oh how they looked on tiie hier, 
and envied those whom they had sent before them on the 
dark road they were going apon themselves ! And the two 
men, who were the cause of both processions, stood and 
looked gravely on, and even Manon, heariug the disturbance, 
crept to the window, and, hiding her face, peeped trembling 
throogh her fingers, as women wUl, 

This Strange meeting parted Denys and Glerard. The 
former yielded to curiosity and reyenge, the latter do£fed his 
bonnet, and piously foUowed the poor remains ofthose whose 
fate had so nearly been his own. For some time he was the 
one lay moumer : but when they had reached the suburbs, a 
long way from the greater attraction that was filling the 
market-place, more than one artisan threw down his tools, 
andmore than one shopmanleft his shop, and touchedwith 
pity, orasenseofour common humanity, and, perhaps, de- 
cided somewhat by the example of Gerard, followed the bones 
bare headed, and saw them deposited with the prayers of the 
Church in hallowed ground* 
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After the fiineral rites Gerard stepped respectfully up to 
the cnr^, and ofFered to huy a mass for their bouIs. 

Geraxd, son of Catherine, always looked at two sides of a 
penny: and he tried to pnrchase Üiis mass a trifle under the 
usual terms, on aecount of the pitiable circumstances. £ut 
the good cur^ gently but adroitly parried his ingenuity, and 
blandly screwed him up to the market price. 

In the course of the business they discovered a similarity 
of sentiments. Piety and worldly prudence are not very rare 
companions: still it is onusual to carry both so f ar as these 
two men dld. Their collision in the prayer market led to 
mutnal esteem, as when knight encountered knight worthy of 
his steel. Moreover the good cur^ loved a bit of gossip, and 
finding his costomer was one of those who had fought the 
thieves at Domfront, would have him into his parlour and 
hear the whole £rom his own Ups. And hii heart warmed to 
Gerard and he said, <<God was good to thee. I thank him 
for't, with all my soul. Thou art a good lad/* He added 
drily, ''shouldst have told me this tale in the chnrchyard. I 
doubt I had given thee the mass for love. However ," said he 
(the thermometer suddenly falling) '^'tis ill-luck to go back 
upon a bargain. Bat 1*11 broach a bettle of my old Medoc for 
thee : and fewbe the guestsl would dothat for.** The curd went 
to his cupboard and, while he groped for the choiee bottle, he 
muttered to himself, " At their old tricks again 1 ** 

"Plait-ü?** saidGeraxd. 

'^Isaidnought. Ay, here*tis.** 

"Nay, your reverence. You surely spoke: yousaid *At 
their old tricks again ! ' '* 

*< Said I so in sooth? ** and his reverence smiled. He then 
proeeeded to broach the wine, and filled a cup for each. Then 
he put a log of wood on the fire, for stoves were none in Bur- 
gundy. "And so I said ' At their old tricks ! * did I ? Come, 
sip the good wine, and, whilst it lasts, story for story, I care 
not if I teil you a liUle tale.** 

Gerard's eyes sparkled. 

" Thou lovest a story? ** 
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"Asmylife." 

^^Nay, butraise not thine expectations too high, neitiier. 
Tis but a foolish trifle compared with thine adventores.^ 

THB OÜR^'S TALE. 

"Onccuponatime, then, in thekingdomof France, and 
in the Duchy of Bnrgundy, and not a day*s joumey firom the 
town where now we ait a-sipping of old Medoc , ther^ lived — 
acur^. I say he lived; but barely. The parish was small, 
the parishioners greedy; and never gave their cur^ a doit 
more than he could compcl. The nearer they broog^ht him to 
a disembodied spirit by meagre diet, the holler should be his 
prayers in their behalf. I know not Lf this was their creed, bat 
their practice gave it colonr. 

" At last he pickled a rod for them. 

" One day the riebest fanner in the place had twins to 
baptize. The cnr^ was had to the christening dinner as 
usual; but, ere he would baptize the children, hedemanded^ 
not the christening fees only, but the burial fees. ' Saints 
defend us, parson/ cried the mother ; ' talk not of burying! I 
did never see children liker to live/ *Nor 1/ said the cur^ 
^thepraisebetoGod. Natheless, they aresureto die; being 
sons of Adam, as well as of thee, dame. But, die when thej 
will, 'twill cost them nothing; the burial fees being paid and 
entered in this book.' <For all that, *twill cost them some- 
thing,* quoth the milier, the greatest wag in the place, and as 
big a knave as any ; for which was the biggest God knoweth, 
but no mortal man, not even the hangman. * Miller, I teil 
thee nay,* quo' the cur^. *Parson, I teil you ay,' quo' the 
milier. * 'Twill cost them their lives.' At which mill-stone 
conceit was a great iaugh ; and in the general mirth the fees 
were paid and the Chrisians made. 

"But when the next parishioner*s chüd, and the next after, 
and all, had to pay eaeh his burial fee, or lose his place in 
heaven, discontent did secretly rankle in the parish. Weil, 
one fine day they met in secret, and sent a churchwarden 
with a complaintto the bishop, and a thunderbolt feil onthe 
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poor eure. Came to him at dinner-time a summons to the epis- 
copal palace, to bring the parish books and answer certain 
charges. Then the cur^ guessed where the shoe pinehed» He 
left Us food on the board; for small his appetite now; and 
'took the parish books and went quaking. 

'^ The bishop entertained him with a frown, and ezposed 
the plaint. ' Monseigneur/ said the curd right humbly, ' doth 
the parish allege many things against me , or this one only?* 
^ In sooth) but Üds one/ said the bishop ; and soffcened a little. 
* First, monseigneur, I acknowledge liie fact.' *'Tis well,' 
qonth the bishop; 'thatsavestimeandtrouble. Nowtoyour 
excnse, if excusetherebe.' 'Monseignenr, I have been cur^ 
of that parish seven years, and fifty children have I baptized, 
and bnried not five. At firstlused to say " *Heaven bepraised, 
the air of this village is main healthy ;* " but on searching the 
register book I found 'twas always so, and on probing the 
matter, it came out that of those bom at Domfiront, aU, but 
here and there one, did go and get hanged at Aiz. But this 
was to de£raud not their cur^ only, but the entire Church of her 
dues : since " * pendards ' " pay no fnneral fees , being buried 
in air. Thereupon, knowing by sad ezperience their greed, 
and how they grudge the Church every sou, I laid a trap to 
keep them£rom hanging: for, greed against greed, there be 
of Üiem that will die in their beds like true men, ere the 
Church shall gain those fnneral fees for nought.' Then the 
bishop laughed tili the tears ran down, and questioned the 
churdiwarden, and he was fain to confess that too many of 
the parish did come to that unlucky end at Aiz. \ Then,' said 
the bishop, 'I do approve the act, for myself and my succes- 
sors; and so be it ever, tili they mend their manners and die 
in their beds.' And the next day came the ringleaders crest* 
fallen to the curd, and said, ' Parson, ye were ever good to us, 
barring this nntoward matter : prithee let there be no ill blood 
anent so trivial a thing.' And the eure said, ^ My children, I 
were unworthy to be your pastor could I not forgive a wrong; 
go in peace, and get me as many children as may he^ 

The Clmter and the Hearth. /. IS 
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that by the double fees the cur^ 70U love may miss starr- 
ation.* 

<* And the bishop often told the story, and it kept his me- 
mory of the curd alive, and at last he shifted him to a decent 
p^rish, where he can offer a glass of old Medoe to such as are 
worthy of it. Their name it is not legion." 

A ught broke in upon Gerard, his countenance showedit. 

*' Ay ! " Said his host, " I am that cur^ : so now thoa canst 
gaess why I said * At their old tricks.* My life on*t they have 
wheedled my successor into remitting those funeral fees. Ton 
are well out of that parish. And so am I." 

The cur^*s little niece burst in, " üncle," the weighing: — 
<4a! a stranger!*' And burst out. 

The cur^ rose directly, but would not part with G^erard. 

" Wet thy beard onee more, and come with me.*' 

In the church porch they found the sexton witii a huge 
pair of scales, and weights of all sizes. Several humble per- 
sons were standing by, and soon a woman stepped forward 
with a sickly child and said, "Be it heavy, be it light, I vow, 
in rye meal of the best, whate*er this child shall weigh, and 
the same will duly pay to holy Church, an if he shall cast his 
trouble. Pray, good people, for this child, and for me his 
mother hither come in dole and care! ** 

The child was weighed, and yelled as if the scale had been 
the fönt. 

"Courage! dame,** cried G-erard. "This is agood sign. 
There is plenty of life here to battle its trouble.*' 

"Now, blest be the tongue that teils me so," said the 
poor woman. She hushed her ponderling against her bosom, 
and stood aloof watching, whilst another woman brought her 
child to Scale. 

But presently a loud, dictatorial voice was heard. * * Way 
there, make way for the seigneur!** 

The small folk parted on both sides like waves ploughed 
by a lordly galley, and in marched in gorgeous attire, his cap 
adomed by a feather with a topaz at its root, his jerkin richly 
furred, satin doublet, red hose, shoes like skates^ diamoni}« 
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Iiilted sword in velyet scabbard, and hawk on bis wrißt, " tbe 
loird. of tbe manor." He flung bimself into tbe scales as if be 
'was lord of tbe^odiac as well as tbe manor ; wbereat tbe bawk 
balancedandflapped; but stuck: tbenwinked. 

TVbile tbe sexton beaved in tbe great weigbts, tbe curd 
told Gerard, "My lord bad been sick unto death, and vowed 
Ids Tveigbt in bread and cbeese to tbe poor, tbe cburcb taking 
Taer tentb." 

**Permitme, mylord; ifyour lordsbip continues to press 
T?itli your lordsbip's staff on tbe otber scale, you will distur^ 
the balance/* 

jBüs lordsbip grinned and removed bis staff , and leaned on 
it. Tbe cnrä poHtely but firmly obj ected to tbat too. 

^ ^ Müle diables ! wbat am I to do witb it , tben ? " cried tbe 
other. 

"Deign to bold it out so, my lord, wide of botb scales." 

VVhen my lord did tbis, and so feil into tbe trap be bad 
laid for boly Cburcb, tbe good curd wbispered to Gerard, 
**Creten8i8 incidit in Cretenseml" wbicb I take to mean, 
"I>iamond cut diamond.'* He tben said witb an obsequious 
air , " If tbat your lordsbip grudges Heaven füll weigbt , you 
might set tbe bawk onyour lacquey, and so save a pound," 

"G-ramercy for tby rede, cur^," cried tbe great man, re- 
proachfully. *' Sball I for one sorry pound grudge my poor 
fowl the benefit of boly Cburcb? I'd as lieve tbe devil sbould 
baye me and all my bouse as ber, any day i' tbe year." 

" Sweet is affection," wbispered the cur^. 

" Between a bird and a brate," wbispered Gerard. 

" Tusb I " and tbe cur^ looked terrified. 

Tbe seigneur's weigbt was booked, and Heaven I trust 
and believe did not weigb bis gratitude in tbe balance of tbe 
sanctuary. 

For my unleamed reader is not to suppose there ^aa anv- 
tbing tbe least eccentric in tbe man, or bis gratitude tft tb« 
Giver of healtb and all good gifts. Men look,.forw d to 
deatb, and back upon past sickness, with diff^r + 
Jtem, wbenmendriveabargain, tbeystriveto i>c^S>^ ^^^** 

S^ttJx^BUUuy 
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aide of it; itmatters not one straw whether it is with man« 
Heaven they are bargaining. In this respect we are ^ 
same now, at bottom, as we were four hundred jears ago: 
only in those dajs we did it a grain or two more nairely, uA 
thatnaiYcte shone out more palpably, becaose, in thatrnde 
age, bodyprevailingovermind, all sentiments took mateml 
forma. Man repented with seonrges , prayed by beed , bribei 
the saints with wax tapers , put fish into tiie body to san(^ 
the Boul, sojonmed in cold water for empire oyer theemolioDs, 
and thanked God for retoming health in 1 cwt. 2 stone 711}. 
3 oz. 1 dwt. of bread and cheese. 

Whilstlhave been preaching, who preaeh so rarely and 
10 ill , the good cur^ has been soliciting the lord of the masoc 
to Step into the church, and gire order what shall be dose 
with hifl great-great-graudfather. 

" Ods bodikins ! what, have you dng him np?" 

"Nay, my lord, he never was bnried." 

" What, the old dict was true after all? " 

" So true that the workmen this yery day found a skekton 
erect in the pillar they are repairing. I had sent to my lord 
at once, but I knew he would be here." 

*' It is he ! *Ti8 he ! " said his descendant , quickening his 
pace. " Let us go see the old boy. This youth is a stranger 
1 thmk." 

Gerard bowed. 

*^Know then that my great-great-grandfather held bis 
head high , and , bcing on the point of death , revolted against 
lying under the aisle with his forbears for mean folk to pass 
over. So, as the tradition goes, he swore his son (my great- 
grandfather) to bury him erect in one of the pillars of the 
church" (here they entered the porch). "*For,* quoth he, 

* NO BASB MAU SHALL PASS OYBR MT STOMACH.* Peste ! " and, 07^ 

while speaking, his lordship parried adroitly with his stick a 
skull that came hopping at him, bowled by a boy in tiie 
middle of the aisle, who took to his heels yelling with fear the 
moment he saw what he had done. His lordship hurled the 
«kuU furiously after him as he ran, at which the cur^ gavea 
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shont of dismay and put forth Ins arm to hinder him, bat was 
too late. 

The cur^ groaned alond. And, as if this had evoked 
spirits of mischief , up started a ifhole pack of children from 
Bome ambuscade, andunseen, butheardloudenough, clat- 
tered out of the chorch like a covey rising in a thick wood. 

^'Oh! these pemicious brats/' cried the eure. ^'The 
workmen cannot go to their nonemete but the church is rife 
with them. Pray Heayen they have not foond bis late lord- 
ship; nay, I nund, I hid bis lordship ander a workman's 
jerkin , and — saints defend us ! the jerkin has been moved." 
The poor cur^'s worst misgiyings were realized: the 
rising generation of plebeians had played the mischief with 
the haughty old noble. '^The little ones had jockeyed for 
the bonos oh" and pocketed sach of them as seemed adapted 
for certain primitive games then in vogue amongst them. 

**ril ezconmianicate them," roared the curate, ^'and all 
their race." 

'^Neverheed,** saidthe scapegrace lord: and stroked bis 
hawk ; '^ there is enough of bim to swear by. Put him back ! 
put him back I " 

"Surely, my lord, *tis yoor will bis bones be laid in 
hallowed earth, and masses said for bis poor pridefal soul?" 
The noble stroked bis hawk. 

* * Are ye there , Master Cur^ ? " said he. " Nay , the busi- 
ness is too old: he is out of purgatoryby this time, up or down. 
I shall not draw my purse-strings for him. Every dog bis day. 
Adieu, Messires, adieu, ancestor:" and he sauntered off 
whistling to bis hawk and caressing it. 
His reverence looked ruefully after him. 
^^Cretensis incidit in Cretensem," said he sorrowfully. 
'^I thought I had him safe for a dozen masses. Yet I blame 
him not, but that young ne'er-do-weel which did trundle his 
ancestor's skull at us : for who could venerate his great-great- 
grandsire and play football with his head V Well it behoves 
US to be better Christians than he is.'* So they gathered the 
bones reverently, and the curö locked them up and forbade 
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tbe workmen, who now entered the church, to dose nptiie 
pillar, tili he shoold recover hj threats of the Church's wra^ 
every atom of mj lord. And he showöd Gkrard a famous 
Bhrine in the church. Before it were the osual gifta of 
tapers, &c. There was also a wax Image of a faleon , most 
curioosly moolded and coloored to the life, eyes and all. 
Gkrard's eye feil at once on this, and he expressed ihe Irre- 
liest admiration. The cur^ assented. Then Gerard asked 
'^Could the Saint have loved hawking?" 

The cur^ laughed at his simplicity. "Nay, 'tis but a 
statuarj hawk. When they haye a bird of gentle breed they 
cannot train, they make his image, and send it to this shrine 
with a present , and pray the saint to work npon the stubbom 
mind of the original, and make it ductile as wax: that is the 
notion, and methinks a reasonable one, too.** 

Gerard assented. "But alack, reyerend sir, were I a 
Saint, methinks I should side with the innocent dove, rather 
than with the cruel hawk that rends her." 

"ByStDenysyouareright," saidthecur^. "Bot, que 
voulez-YOUs? the saints are d^bonair, and have been fledi 
themselves, and know man*s frailty and absurdity. 'Tis the 
Bishop of Avignon sent this one." 

« What do bishops hawk in this country ? " 

" One and all. £very noble person hawks , and üves with 
hawk on wrist. Why my lord abbot hard by , and his lord- 
ship that has just parted from us , had a two years' feud as to 
where they should put their hawks down on that very altar 
there. Each claimed the right band of the altar for his bird." 

"Whatdesecration!" 

"Nayl nay ! thou knowest we make them doflF botii glove 
and hawk to take the blessed eucharist. Their jewelled 
gloves will they give to a servant or simple Christian to hold: 
but their beloved hawks they will put down on no place lese 
than the altar.*' 

Gerard inquired how the battle of the hawks ended. 

"Why, the abbot he yielded, as the Church jrields to 
laymen. He searched ancient books, and found that the 
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lefl: band was the more honourable, being in truui the right 
liand, siuce the altar is east, bat looks westward. So he gave 
my lord the soi-disant right band , and contented himself with 
the real right band, and even so maj theChurch still outwit 
the lay nobles and their arrogance, saving your presence." 

"Nay, sir, I hononr the Church. I am convent-bred, and 
owe all I have and am to holy Church." 

''Ab, that accounts for my sudden liidng to thee. Art a 
gracious youth. Come and see me whenever thou wilt." 

Gerard took this as a hint that he might go now. It 
jumped with bis own wish, for he was ourious to hear what 
X>enys had seen and done all this time. fie made bis re- 
Terence and walked out of the church; but was no sooner 
dear of it than he set off to run with all bis might: and, tear- 
ing round a comer, ran into a large stomach, whose owner 
dutched bim, to keep himself steady under the shock; but 
did not release bis hold on regaining bis equilibrium. 

" Let go , man ," said Gerard. 

" Not so. You are my prisoner." 

"Prisoner?" 

«*Ay." 

" What for in beaven's name? " 

"What for? Wbysorcery." 

"SOBCBBT?" 

"Sorcery.". 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

Thb culprits were condemned to stand pinioned in the 
market-place for two hours, that shouid any persons re- 
cognize them or any of them as guilty of other crimes, they 
might depose to that effect at the trial. 

They stood bowever the whole period, and no one ad- 
vanced anything fresh against them. This was the less re- 
markable that they were night birds, vampires who preyed 
in the dark on weary trayellers, mostly strangers. 
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Bnt, juBt as they were being taken down, a fearfol 
Bcream was heard in the crowd, and a woman pointed at one 
of them, with eyes almost starting from their sockets : bot 
ere ehe conld speak she fainted awaj. 

Then men and women crowded round her partly to aid 
her, partly from curiosity. When she beganto recover they 
feil to conjectures. 

'* 'Twas at hhn she pomted.** 

"Nay, *twaB at this one.** 

"Nay, nay,'* said another, *^*twa8 at yon hangdog with 
the hair hung round his neck.'* 

All further conjecture was eut short The poor Creatore 
no Booner recoyered her senses than she flew at the landknrd 
like a lioness. **My childl Man! man! Giye me back my 
child.** And she seized the glossy golden hair tiiat ihe 
officers had hung round his neck, and tore it from his neck, 
and covered it with kisses: then, her poor confnsed mind 
Clearing, she saw even by this token that her lost girl was 
dead, and sank suddenly down shrieking and sobbing so 
over the poor hair, that the crowd rushed on the assassin with 
one savage growl. His life had ended then and speedily, for 
in those days all carried death at their girdles. Bi^t Denys 
drewhissword directly, and shouting '^Amoi, camarades!" 
kept the mob at bay. "Who lays a finger on him dies." 
OÜier archers baeked him, and with some difSculty they 
kept him uninjured, while Denys appealed to those who 
shouted for his blood. 

*< What sort of yengeance is this? would you be so mad as 
rob the wheel, and giye the yermin an easy death?" 

The mob was kept passiye by the archers' steel rather 
than by Denys's words, and growled at interyals with flash- 
ingeyes. The municipal officers seeing this, collected round, 
and with the archers made a guard, and prudently carried Üie 
accused back to gaol. 

The mob hooted them, and the prisoners, indiscnminatelj. 
Denys saw the latter safely lodged, then made for the 'AWbJte 
Hart," where he expected to find Gerard. 
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On ihe way he saw two girls working at a first floor 
-window. He saluted them. They smiled. He entered 
into conversation. Their manners were easy, their com- 
plexlon high. 

He invited them to a repast at the "White Hart" They 
objected. He acquiesced in their refusal. They consented. 
And in this charming society he forgot all about poor Gerard, 
who meantime wae carried off to gaol ; but on the way sud- 
denly stopped, having now eomewhat recovered his presence 
of mind, and demanded to &iow by whose authority he was 
arrested. " By the vice-baillie's,** said the constable. 

" The vice-baiUie I Alas ! what have I a stranger done to 
offend a vice-baillie? For this Charge of soreerymost be a 
blind. No sorcerer am I: but a poor tme lad far from his 
bome." 

This yagae shift disgusted the officer. "Show him the 
capias, Jasques/* said he. 

Jacques held out the writ in both hands about a yard and 
a half firom Gerard's eye; and at the same moment the large 
constable suddenly pinned him; both officers were on tenter- 
hooks lest the prisoner should grab the document, to which 
they attacl^^d a superstitious importance. 

But the poor prisoner had no such thought. Query whether 
he would have touched it with the tongs. He just craned out 
bis neck and read it, and, to his infinite surprise, found the 
vice-bailiff who had signed the writ was the friendly alder- 
man. He took courage and assured his captor there was 
Bome error. But finding he made no impression, demanded 
to be taken before the alderman. 

"What say you to that, Jacques?" 

"Impossible. We have no Orders to take him before his 
worship. Bead the writ ! " 

"Nay, but good kind fellows, what härm can it be? I 
will give y e each an dcu. " 

"Jacques, what say you to that?" 

" Humph? I say we have »o Orders »ot to take bim to his 
^Torship. Bead the writ ! " 
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"Then say we take him to prison round by his worBhip." 

It was agreed. They got the money: and bade G^rard 
observe they were doing him afavonr. fie saw they wanted 
a little gratitude as well as much silver. He tried to satisfy 
ihis cupidity, bat it stuck in bis throat Feigning was not hu 
forte. 

He entered the alderman*8 presence with bis beart in bis 
mouth , and begged with faltering yoice to know wbat be had 
done to offend since he left that yery room with Manon and 
Denys. 

'* Nought that 1 know of,** said the alderman. 

On the writ being shown him, he told G^rard be had 
signed it at day break. <*I get old, and my memoiy faüetii 
me: a diBcossing of the girll quite forgot yonr own ofience: 
bat 1 remember now. All is weU. You are be I committed 
for sorcery. Stay! ere you go to gaol, you sball hear what 
yoor accaser says : ran and fetch him, yoa." 

The man coald not find the accaser all at once. So the 
alderman, getting impatient, told Gkrard the main Charge 
was that he had set a dead body abaming with diabolical 
fire, that flamed, bat did not consame. ^'And if 'tis trae, 
yoang man, Fm sorry for thee, for thoa wilt assqpedly bom 
with fire of good pine logs in the market-place of Neof- 
chasteao." 

**0h, sir, for pity's sake let me haye speecb with bis 
reyerence the car^." 

The alderman adyised Gerard against it. ''The Ghorch 
was harder apon sorcerers than was Sie Corporation." 

'^Bat, sir, I am innocent,*' saidG^rard, between anarling 
and whining. 

"Oh; if you — ihmk — yoa are mnoceni — officer, go 
with him to the car^I bat see he 'scape yoa not Innocent 
qaotha?" 

They foand the car^ in bis doublet repairing a wheel- 
barrow. Gerard told him all, and appealed piteoosly to 
bim. "Just for using a little phosph orus — in se&defenco -«- 
against cut-tbroats they are going to hang." 
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It was lucky for our magician that he had already told 
his tale in fiill to the cur^: for thos that shrewd personage 
had hold of the stick at the right end. The corporation held 
it by the ferule. His reverence looked exceedingly grave 
and Said, ^'Imost question you privately on this untoward 
business." He took him into a private room and bade the 
officer stand outside and guard the door, and be ready to 
come if called. The big constable stood outside the door, 
quaking, and ezpecting to see the room fly away and leave a 
stink of brimstone. Instantly they were alone the cur^ un- 
locked his countenance and was himself again. 

" Show me the trick on*t," said he, all curiosity. 

"I cannot, sir, unless the room be darkened." 

The cor^ speedily closed out the light wiih a wooden 
ßhutter. "Nowthen." 

"Büt on what shall I put it?" said Gerard. "Here is no 
dead face. 'Twas that made it look so dire." The cur^ 
groped about the room. ''Gk>od: here is an image: *tis my 
patron saint." 

" Heayen forbid l That were profanation." 

"Pshaw! 'twillruboff, wiirtnot?" 

"Ay, but it goes against me to take such liberty with a 
Saint," objected the sorcerer. 

"FiddlestickI" said the divine. 

"To be sure my putting it on his holiness will show your 
reverence it is no Satanic art." 

"Mayhap *twas for that I did propose it," said the cur^ 
subtly. 

Thus encouraged G-erard fired the eyes and nostrils of the 
image and made the curd jump. Then lighted up the hair 
in patches: and set the whole face shining like a glow- 
worm*s. 

"By'rLady," shouted the cur^, "*tis stränge, andsmall 
my wonder that they took you for a magician, seeing a dead 
face thus fired. No w come thy ways with me ! " 

ie put on his grey gown and great hat, and in a few 
minutes they found themselves in presence of the alderman. 
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Bjhisside, poisoning bis mind, stood the accnser, asingular 
figure in red hose and red shoes, a black gown with blae 
bands, and a cocked hat. 

After saluting the alderman, the cur^ tumed to this per- 
Bonage and said good-humouredij, *^So, Mangis, at thj 
work again, babbling away honest men*B lives! Come, your 
worhip, this is the oid tale; two of a trade can ne*er agree. 
Here is Mangis, who professes sorcery, and wotdd seil him- 
self to Satan to-night, bat that Satan is not so weak as huy 
what he can haye gratis, this Mangis, \dio would be a 
sorcerer, but is only a quacksalyer, accuses of magic a trfie 
lad, who did bat ase in self-defence a secret of chemistrj well 
known to me and to all charchmen." 

'^Bat he is no chorohman, to dabble in sach mysteries," 
objected the alderman. 

^*He is more chorohman than layman, being convent 
bred, and in the lesser Orders/* said the ready cor^. "There- 
fore, sorcerer, withdraw thy plaint without more words! " 

"That will I not, your reverence," replied Mangis stoatly. 
"A sorcerer I am, but a white one, not a black one. I make 
no pact with Satan, bat on the contrary still battle him with 
lawfal and necessary arts. I ne*er profane the sacraments, 
as do the black sorcerers, nor tum myself into a cat and go 
Bucking infants* blood, nor e*en their breath, nor set dead 
men o' fire. I but teil the peasants when their cattle and 
their hens are possessed, and at what time of the moon to 
plant rye, and what days in each month are lucky for wooing 
of womenandsellingof bullocks, andsoforth: above all, it 
is my art and my trade to detect the black magicians, as I 
did that whole tribe of them who were bomt at Dol but last 
year." 

<' Ay, Mangis. And what is the upshot of that f amous fire 
thy tongue did kindle?" 

" Why, their ashes were cast to the wind." 

" Ay. But the true end of thy comedy is this. The par- 
liament of Dijon hath since siffced the matter, and found they 
were no sorcerers, but good and peaceful Citizens; and but 
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last week did order aiasses to be said for their bouIs, and 
ezpiatory f arces and mysteries to be plajed for them in seven 
towns of Burgundy ; all which will not ofthose cinders make 
men and women again. Now 'tis our costom in this land, 
-when we have slain the innocent by hearkening false knaves 
like thee, not to blame our credulous ears, but thc ^alse 
tongue that golled them. Wherefore beüiink thee that , at a 
Word from me to my lord bishop , thou wilt smell buming pine 
nearer than e'er knaye smelt it and lived , and wilt travel on a 
smoky cloud to him whose heart thou bearest (for the word 
devil in the Latin it meaneth 'false accuser'), and whose 
liyery thou wearest." 

And the eure pointed at Mangis with his staff. 

'^That is true i'fegs," said the alderman, ''for red and 
black be the foul fiendys colours." 

By liiis time the white sorcerer's cheekwas as colourless as 
his dress was fiery. Indeed the contrast amounted to pictorial. 
He stammered out "I respect holy Church and her will; he 
shallfirethechurchyard, and all in it, forme: I do withdi^aw 
the plaint." 

"Thenwithdrawthyself," said the vice-bailiff. 

The moment he was gone, the cur^ took the conversational 
tone , and told the alderman courteously that the accused had 
received the ehemical substance from holy Church, and had 
r estored it her , by giving it all to him. 

"Then'tis in good hands," was the reply; "youngman, 
you are free. Let me have your reverence's prayers." 

"Doubt it not! Humph? Yice-baillie , the town owesme 
four silver franks , this three months and more." 

"Theyshallbepaid, cur^, ay, ere the week be out." 

On this good understanding Church and State parted. As 
soon as he was in the street Gerard caught the priesVs band, 
and kissed it. 

"Oh, sirl Oh, your reverence. You have saved me from 
the fiery stake. Whatcanisay, whatdoV what — " 

" Nought, foolish lad. Bounty rewards itself. Natheless 
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— Humph? — I wish I had done't without ieaäng, It ill be- 
comes my fimction to utter falsehoods.** 

^^Falsehood, sir?" G^rard was mystified. 

"Didst not hear me say thou hadst given me that same 
phosphorus? *Twill cost me a fortnight'spenance, thatli^t 
word." Thecurdsighed, and his eye twinkied ctumiugly. 

"Naj, naj," cried Gerard eagerlj. "Now Heayen forbid! 
That was no f alsehood, father : well you knew ihe phosphorus 
was yours , is yours." And he throst the bottle into the cur^'s 
hand; "But sdas, *tis too poor agift: will you not take £rom 
my purse somewhat for holy Chorch?** and now he held out 
his purse with glisteuiug eyes. 

^* Nay," Said the other brusquely, and put his handsquickly 
behind him : ** not a doit. Fie I fie I art pauper et exoL Come 
thou rather each day at noon and take thy diet with me; for 
my heart warms to thee ;" and he weut off rery abrupüy with 
his hands behind him. 

Theyitched. 

But they itched in yain. 

Where there's a heart there*s a Rubicon. 



Gerard went hastily to the inn to relieye Denys of the 
anziety so long and mysterious an absence must have caused 
him. He found him seated at his ease, playing dice with 
two young ladies whose manners were unreserved, and com- 
plezion high. 

Gerard was hurt. ^^N*oubliez point la Jeanneton!** said 
he, coiouringup. 

" What of her ? " said Denys gaily rattling the dice. 

'^ She said 4e peu que sont les fenmies.*" 

^^ Oh did she? and what say you to that, mesdemoiselles?" 

'' We say that none run women down, but such as are too 
old or too ill-favoured , or too witless , to please them." 

"Witless, quotha. Wise men have not foliy enough to 
please them , nor madness enough to desire to please them," 
said Gerard loftily: '^but'tis to my comrade I speak, not to 
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you, you brazen toads, that make so free with a man at first 
sight." 

'*Preach away, comrade. Fling a byword or two at our 
heads. Enow, girls , that he is a very Solomon for by words. 
Methinks he was brought up by hand on 'em/* 

"Be thy friendship a byword!" retorted Gerard. "The 
friendship that melts to nought at sight of a farthingale.*' 

"Malheureux!" criedDenys, "I speak bat pellets, and 
thou answerest daggers." 

"Wouldicould," wasthereply. "Adiea." 
* " What a little savage ! " said one of the girls. 

Gerard opened Hie door and put in bis head. "I have 
thought of a byword ," said he spitefolly, 

" ' Qui haate femmes et des 
n moorra en pauvretez. 

There." And having delirered liiis thunderbolt of antique 
wisdom he slammed the door viciously ere any of tiiem could 
retort. 

And now, being somewhat exhausted by his anxieties, he 
went to the bar for a morsel of bread and a cup of wine. The 
landlord would seil nothing less than a pint bottle. Well then 
he would have a bottle: buc, when he came to compare the 
Contents of the bottle with its size, great was the discrepancyi: 
on this he ezamined the bottle keenly, and found that the 
glass was thin where the bottle tapered, but towards the 
bottom unnaturally thick. He pointed this out at once. 

The landlord answered superciliously that he did not 
make bottles : and was nowise accountable for their shape. 

"That we will see presently," said Gerard. "I will take 
this thy pint to the vice-bailiff." 

"Nay,nay,forHeaven's sake/'cried the landlord changing 
his tone at once. "I love to content my customers. If, by 
Chance this pmt be short, we will Charge it and its fellow three 
sous, insteadof twosous each." 

"So be it. But much I admire that you, the host of so 
fair an inn, should practise thus, The wine too smacketh 
ptrongly of spring water." 
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"Young Sir," Bsdd the landlord, "we cnt no travellen 
throats at tbis inn , as they do at most. However , 7011 know 
all about that. The "White Hart" is no lion, nor bear. 
Whatever masterfdl robbery is done here, is done apon the 
poor host. How then cotdd he live at all if he dealt not a little 
crooked with the few who pay?** 

Gerard objected to this System root and branch. Honest 
trade was small profits, quick retums; and neither to cheat 
norbecheated. 

The landlord sighed at this pictore. " So might one keep 
an inn in hearen, but not in Bnrgondy. When foot soldiers 
going to the wars are quartered on me , how can I but lose bj 
their custom? Two sous per day is their pay, and they est 
two sous' worth, and drink into the bargain. The pardoners 
are my good friends, but palmers and pilgrims, what tiiink 
you I gain by them? marry, a loss. Minstrels and Jongleurs 
draw custom, and so daimto pay no score, except f or liquc^. 
By the secular monks I neither gain nor lose, but the biack 
and grey friars have made vow of poyerty, but not of famine; 
eat like wolves and giye the poor host nought bat tibeir 
prayers*, and mayhap not them: how can he teil? In my 
father's day we had the weddings: but now the great gentiy 
let their houses and their plates , their mugs, and their spoons, 
to any honest couple that want to wed, and thither tbe yery 
meohanics go with their brides and bridal train. They come 
not to US : indeed we could not find seats and vessels for such 
a crowd as eat and drink and dance the week out at the home- 
liest wedding now. Li my father*s day the great gentty sold 
wine by the barrel only; but now they have leave to cry it, 
^and seil it by the galopin, in the very market-place. How 
tjan we vie with them? They grow it. We buy it of the 
grower. The coroner*s quests we have still , and äiese would 
bring goodly profit, but the meat is aye gone ere the mouths 
befull." 

" You should make better provision,"suggested his hearer. 

" The law will not let us. We are forbidden to go into the 
market for the first hour. So , when we arriye, the burgh^n 
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have bought all but the refuse. Besides the law forbids us to 
buy more than thi*ee busheis of meal at a time: jet market 
day comes but onee a week. Aa for the butchers, thoy will 
not kill for us unless we bribe them." 

" Courage I " said Gerard kindly, " the shoe pinches every 
trader somewhere." 

" Ay ; but not as it pinches us. Our shoe is trode all o* one 
aide as well as pincheaus lame. A sayoir, if we pay not the 
merchants we buy meal, meat, and wine of, they can cast 
US into prison and keep us there tili we pay er die. But we 
cannot east into prison those who buy those yery victuals of 
ua. A traveller's horse we may keep for his debt; but where 
in Heaven's name? In our own stabJe, eating his head o€at 
cur cost. Nay, we may keep the trayeller himself : but 
where V In gaol? Nay, in our own good house, and there 
must we lodge and feed him gratis. And so fling good silver 
after bad? merci; no : let hmi go with a wanion. Our honest- 
est ouatomera are the thievea. Would to Heaven there were 
more of them. They look not too cloae into the «hape of the 
canakin, nor into Üie host'a reckoning: with them and with 
their puraes 'tis lightly come, and lightly go. Also they 
spend freely , notknowiug but each carouse may be their last 
But the thief-takers, instead of profiting by this fair ezample, 
are for ever robbing the poor host. Wben noble or honest 
travellers descend at our door, come the provost's men pre- 
tending to suspect them , and demanding to search them and 
their papers. To save which o£Pence the host must bleed 
wine and meat. Then come the excise to ezamine all your 
weights and measures. You must stop their mouths with 
meat and wine. Town ezcise. Boyal excisa. Parliament 
ezcise. A swarm of them, and all with a wolf in their 
stomachs and a sponge in their gulleta. Monks, friars, pil« 
grims, palmers, soldiers, excisemeu, provosts-marshals and 
men, and mere bad debtors, how can Öie * White Hart* butt 
against all these? Cutting no throats in aelf-defence aa do 
your *Swan8' and *Ro8ea' and ^Boar'a Heada* and *Red 

Tne aoittir anä th9 Hearth, L 1^ 



290 TH£ CL0I8TEB 

Lions' and 'Eagles,* jonr 'Moons,* 'Staiv,* and 'Moors,* 
how can the ' White Hiurt * give a pint of wine for a pint? And 
eveiTthing risen so. Whj, lad, not a pottnd of bread I seil 
but costs me three good copper deniers, tweWe to the sou; 
and each pint of wine, bought b7 the ton, costs me fbnr 
deniers; every sack of charcoal two soos, and gone in a daj. 
A pair of partridges five sons. What think 70a of that? 
Heard one ever the like? fiye sous for two little beasts all 
bone and feather? A pair of pigeons, thirty deniers. 'Tis 
ruinationül For we may not raise ow pricen with the 
market. Oh no. I teil thee the shoe is trod all 0' one side as 
well as pinches the water into onr eyn. We may Charge 
nought for mustard, pepper, salt, or firewood. Think jou we 

fet them for nought? Candle it is a sou the pound. Salt 
ve sous the stone, pepper fonr sous the pound, mustard 
twenty deniers the pint: and raw meat, dwindleth it on the 
spit with no cost to me but loss of weight? Whj what think 
70U I pay m7 cook? But 70U shall never guess. A hukdbbd 

sous ▲ TXABAS I AM ▲ LIYINO SHTNBB. 

<< And m7 waiter thirty sous , besides bis perquisites. He 
is a hantle richer than I am. And then to be insulted as well 
as pillaged. Last Sunda7 1 went to church. It is a place I 
trouble not offcen. Didn't the cur^ lash the hotel-keepers? 
I grant 70U he hit all the trades, except the one that is a 
byword for looseness , and pride , and slotii , to wit the clerg7. 
But, mind 70U, he stripeit the other la7 estates with a feather, 
but US hotel-keepers with a neat^s pizzle: godless for this, 
godless for that, and most godless of all for opening our doors 
during mass. Wh7 the law forces us to open at all hours to 
traveUersfromanothertown, stopping, halting, orpassing: 
those be the words. The7 can fine us before l£e bailiff if we 
refuse them, mass or no mass: and, sa7 a townsman should 
creep in with the true travellers , are we to blame? The7 all 
vow the7 are tired wa7>farers ; and can I ken every face in a 
great town like this? So if we respect the law our poor souls 
are to suflfer, and if we respect it not, our poor lank purses 
must bleed ai two holes, fine and loss of custom." 
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A man speaking of himself in general, is *'a babbling 
brook;" ofhiswrongs, "ashiningriver." 

'^Labitnr et labetor in omne yolubilis fleyam." 

So Inckily for my readers, though not for all ooncemed, 
this injnred orator was arrested in mid eareer. Another man 
bnrst in upon bis wrongs witb all the adyantage of a recent 
wTong; a wrong red bot. It was Denys cursing and swearing 
and crying that Le was robbed. 

"Did those hussies pass this way? whoarethey? where 
do thej bide? They have ta*en mj porse and fifteen golden 
pieces: raise tiie Lue and ciy! ah! traitresses! yipers! These 
inns are all guetapens.*' 

"Therenow," cried the landlord to Q^ard. 

Q^rard implored him to be oalm and say how it had be« 
fallen. 

''First one went out on some pretence : then after a while 
the other wentto fetch her back, and, neitherretuming, I 
dapped band to purse and foond it empty: the ungrateful 
creatoreB, I was letting them win it in a gallop: but loaded 
dice were not quick enough; they must claw it all in a 
lump." 

Gerard was for going at onee to the alderman and setting 
the officers to find them. 

''Not I," Said Denys. "1 hate the law. No: asitcame 
80 let it go." 

Gerard would not give it up so. 

At a hint from the landlord he forced Denjs along with 
him to the provost-marshal. That dignitary shook bis head. 
" We haye no due to occasional thieves, that work honestly at 
their needles, tili some gull comes and tempts them with an 
easy booty, and then they pluck him." 

" Come away ," cried Denys furiously. "I knew what use 
a bourgeois would be to me at apinch:" and he marched off 
in a rage. 

" They are clear of the town ere this ," said Gerard. 

"Speak no more on't if you prize mj friendship. I have 

19* 
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fiye pieces with tiie bailiff, and ten I left wifh Harion, 
luckily : or these traitresses had feathered their nest with my 
last plume. Wliat dost gape for so? Nay , I do iU to vent 
my choleronthee: 1*11 teil thee all. Art wiser than I. What 
saidst thou at the door? No matter. Well then I did offer 
marpage to that Marion." 

Gerard was dnmbfoundered. 

" What? you offered her what? " 

' ' Marriage. Is that such a mighty stränge thing to offer a 
wench?" 

" 'Tis a Strange thing to offer to a stränge girl in passing." 

'^ JSay, I am not such a sot as you opino. I saw the com in 
all that chaff. I knew I could not get her by fair means , aol 
was faiu to try foul. ' Mademoiselle/ said I, ^ maxnage ia not 
one of my habits, bat strack by yoar qaalities I make an ex- 
ception : deign to bestow this band on me.* " 

*' And she bestowed it on thine ear.'* 

'*Not so. On the contrary she — Art a dioreapectfal 
yoang monkey. ELnow that here, not being Holland or any 
other barbarouB state , coortesy begets coartesy. Says she a 
colouring like a rose, 'Soldier, yoa are too late. He isnot 
a patch on yoa for looks, bat tiien — he has lored me a long 
time."' 

"*He? who?' 

«'T'other.' 

"*What other?* 

^'*Why he that was not too Ute.* Oh, that is the way 
they all speak , the loVes ; the she-wolyes. Their little minds 
go in leaps. Think yoa they marshal their words in order of 
battle? their tongaes are in too great a harry. Says she , *I 
love him not; not to say love him: bat he does me, and 
dearly: and for that reason I*d sooner die than caose him 
grief,Iwoald.'*' 

"Now I believe she did love him.'* 

^'Who doubts that? Why she said so, round aboat, as 
they always say these things, and with *nay ' for 'ay.* 

^* Well one thing led to another, and at last as she coold 
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not gire me her band , ehe gave me a piece of advice , and that 
was to leave part of my money with the young mißtress. 
Then, when bad Company had cleaned me out, I shoold have 
some to travel back with said ehe. I said I would better her 
adyice, and leave it with her. Her face got red. Says she, 
*• Think what you do. Chambermaids have an ill name for 
honesty.' 'Oh, the devil is not so black as he is painted,' 
said I. * I'll rißk it ; ' and I left fifteen gold pieces with her." 

Gerard sighed. "I wish you may ever see them again. 
It is wondrous in what esteem you do hold this sex, to trust so 
to the first comer. For my part I know little about them; I 
never saw but one 1 could love as well as I love thee. But the 
ancients must surely know; and they held women cheap. 
' Levius quid foeminä ,' said tiiey , which is but la Jeanneton's 
tune in Latin , ' Le peu que sont les femmes.' Also do but see 
how the greybeards of our own day speak of them, being no 
longer blmded by desire : this alderman to wit." 

*'0h novice of novices," criedDenys, "not to haveseen 
why that old fool raus so on the poor tiiings! One day, out 
of the millions of women he blackens, one did prefer some 
other man to him: for which solitary piece of bad taste, and 
ten to one *twas good taste , he doth bespatter creation's fairer 
half, thereby proving what? le peu que sont les hommes." 

"I see women have a shrewd Champion in thee," said 
Gerard , with a smile. But the next moment inquired gravely 
why he had not told him all this before. 

Denys grinned. " Had the girl said ' Ay ,* why then I had 
told thee straight. But 'tis a rule with us soldiers never to 
publish our defeats: 'tis much if after each check we claim 
notavictory." 

" Now that is true," said Gerard. " Young as I am, I have 
Seen this: that affcer every great battle the generals on both 
sides go to the nearest church, and sing each a Te Deum 
for the victory: methinks a Te Martem, or Te Bellonam, or 
Te Mercurium, Mercury being the god of lies, were more 
fittmg." 

"Pas si bete," said Denys, approvingly. " Hast a good 
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eye: canst see a steeple by daylight So now teil me how 
thou hast fared in this town all day." 

*' Come ,** Said Gerard , '* 'tis well thou hast asked me: fbr 
eise I had never told thee." He then related in fall how he 
had been arrested and by what a providential circumstance 
he had escaped long imprisonment or speedy conflagration. 

His narrative prodnced an effeet he little expected or 
desired. '<I am a traitor/' eried Denys. *<I left thee in a 
Strange place to fight thine own battles, while I shook the 
dice with those jades. Now take thou this sword and pass it 
through my body forthwith." 

** What for in Heaven's name? " inquired Gkrard. 

"For an ezample,*' roared Denys. ^'Forawamingtoall 
fabe loons that profess friendship, and disgrace it** 

" Oh, yery well,*' said Geraid. <' Yes. Not a bad notion 
Where will you have it ? " 

"Here, through my heart; thatis, where other men have 
a heart, bat I none, or a satanic false one." 

Gerard made a motion to mn him through, and flonghis 
arms round his neck instead. ^'1 know no way to thj heart 
bat this, thou great silly thing.*' 

Denys uttered an exclamation, then hugged him warmly, 

— and, quite overcome by this sudden tum of youthful affec- 
tion and native grace, gulped out in a broken voice '^Bauest 
on women — and art — like them — with thy pretty ways. 
Thy mother*s milk is in thee still. Satan woiüd love thee, or 

— le bon Dieu would drive him out of hell for shaming it 
Give me thy hand ! Give me thy band ! May " (a tremendoiu 
oath) " if 1 let thee out of my sight tili Italy." 

And so the stanch fiiends were more than reconciled after 
their short tiff. 

The next day the thieves were tried. The pi^ces de con- 
viction were reduced in number, to the great chagrin of the 
little Clerk, by the interment of the bones. But there was still 
a pretty show. A thief 's hand strack off flagrante delicto ; a 
murdered woman's hair; the Abbot's axe, and other tools of 
crime. The skulls &c. were swom to by the constables ^o 
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had found tiiem. Eiddeuce was lax in that age and place* 
They all confessed but the landlord. And Manon was called 
to bring the crime home to him. Her eyidence was conclusive« 
He made a vain attempt to shake her credibility by drawing 
from her that her own sweetheart had been one of the gang^ 
and that she had held her tongue so long as he was alive. The 
public prosecutor came to the aid of his witness, and elicited 
that a luiife had been held to her throat, and her own sweet- 
heart swom with solemn oaths to kill her should she betray 
them, and that this terrible threat, and not the mere fear of 
death, had glued her lips. 

The other thieves were condemned to be hanged, and the 
landlord to be broken on the wheel. He uttered a piercing 
dj when his sentence was pronoimced. 

As for poor Manon, she became the subject of universal 
criticism. Nor did opinion any longer ran dead in her favour ; 
it diyided into two broad currents. And, stränge to relate, the 
majority of her own sex took her part, and the males were but 
equally diyided; which hardly happens once in a hundred 
jears. Perhaps some lady will explain the phenomenon. As 
for me, I am a little shy of explaining things I don*tunder- 
stand. It has become so common. Meantime , had she been 
a lover of notoriety, she would have been happy, for the town 
talked of nothing but her. The poor girl however had but one 
wish; to escape the crowd that followed her, and hide her 
head somewhere where she could cry over her '^pendard," 
whom all these proceedings brought viyidly back to her 
affectionate remembrance. Before he was hanged he had. 
threatened her life: but she was not one of yonr fastidious 
girls, who love their male divinities any the less for beating 
them, kicking them, or killing them, but rather the better, 
provided these attentions are interspersed with occasional 
caresses; so it would have been odd indeed had she taken 
offence at a mere threat ofthat sort He had never threatened 
her with a rival. She sobbed singie-mindedly. 

Meantime the inn was fiUed with thirsters for a sight of 
her, whofeasted and drank, to pass away the time tili she 
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shonld deign to appear. When she had been sobbing ßome 
time, there was a tap at her door, and the landlord entered 
with a proposal. " Nay, weep not, good lass, yonr fortaiie it 
is niade an you like. Say the word, and you are chambeimaid 
ofthe «White Hart.*" 

"Nay, nay," said Manon with a fresh burst of grief. 
*«Neyer more will I be a servant in an inn. Fli go to my 
mother." 

The landlord consoled and coaxed her: and she became 
calmer, but none the less determined against his proposal. 

The landlord left her. Bat ere long he retomed and made 
her another proposal. Would she be luis wife, and landlady of 
the "White Hart?" 

" You do ill to mock me," said she sorrowfully. 

"Nay, sweetheart. 1 mock thee not I am too old for 
sorry jests. Say you the word, and you are my partnerfor 
better for worse." 

She looked at him, and saw he was in eamest : on Uns she 
suddenly rained hard to the memory of "le pendard:*' the 
tears came in a torrent being the last; and she gare her hand 
to fhe landlord of the "White Hart," and broke a gold crown 
with him in sign of plighted troth. 

"We will keep it dark tili the hoose is qoiet," said the 
landlord. 

"Ay," said she: "but meantime prithee give me linen to 
hem, or work to do : for the time hangs on me like lead." 

Her betrothed*s eye brightened at this housewifely re- 
qucst, and he brought her up two dozen flagons of varioos 
sizes to clean and poHsh. 

She gathered complacency as she reflected that by a 
Strange tum of fortune all this bright pewter was to be hers. 

Meantime the landlord went down stairs, and falling in 
with our friends drew them aside into the bar. 

He then addressed Denys with cousiderable solemnity. 
"We are old acquaintances, and you wantnotforsagacity: 
now advise me in a strait. My custom is somewhat declining: 
this girl Manon is the talk of the town ; see how füll the inn is 
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to-iiight. She doth refuse to be my chambennaid. I baye 
half a mind to mariy her. What think 70a? shall I say the 
Word?" 

Denys m reply merely opened bis eyes wide witb amaze- 
ment. 

The landlord tumed to Gerard witb a balf-inquiring look. 
"Nay, ßir," said Gerard. "I am too young to advise my 
Seniors and betters." 

<< No matter. Let us bear your tbongbt." 
"Well, sir, it was said of a good wife by the ancients 
^ bene qn» latuit, bene vixit/ that is, she is tbe best wife tbat 
is least talked of: bat here *male qu» patuit' were a-s near 
the mark. Therefore, an you bear the lass good-will, why not 
club purses with Denys and me and convey her safe home 
witb a dowiy ? Then mayhap some mstieal person in ber owu 
place may be brought to wive ber." 

" Wby so many words ? " said Denys. " This old fox is not 
tbe ass he affects to be." 

"Oh I that is your advice is it?" said the landlord testily. 
" Well then we shall soon know who is the fool, you or me, for 
I have spoken to her as it happens ; and what is more she has 
said Ay, and she is polisbing the flagons at this moment." 

"Ohol" said Denys drily, "'twas an ambuscade. Well, 
in that case, my advice is, run for the notary, tie the noose, 
and let us three drink the bride*s bealth, tili we see siz sots 
a-tippling." 

"And sliall. Ay, now you utter sense." 
In ten minutes a civil mam'age was effected upstairs 
before a notary and his clerk and our two friends. 

In ten minutes more the white bind, dead sick of seclusion, 
had taken her place within the bar, and was serving out 
liquids, and bustling, and her colonr rising a little. 

In siz minutes more she soundly rated a careless servant- 
girl for carrying a nipperkin of wine awry and spilling good 
Hquor. 

During the evening she received across the bar eight offers 
of marriage, some of ihem from respectable burghers. Now 
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the landlord and our two {riends had in perfeet innocenee 
ensconced themBelves behind a screen, to drink at their ease 
the new couple*8 health. The above comedj was thrown in 
for their entertaiument by bounteous fate. They heard tiie 
proposals made one after another, and uninTentiye Manon'a 
invariable answer — "Serviteur; you are a day after the 
fair." The landlord chuckled and looked good-natnred 
soperiority at both bis late advisers, with their traditional 
notions that men shun a woman "qu» patnit," L e, who has 
become the town talk. 

But Denys scarce noticed the spouse's trimnph over him, 
he was so occnpied with hia own over Gerard. At each 
monioipal tender of undying affection, he tomed almost 
purple with the effort it cost him not to roar with glee; and 
driving bis elbow into the deep-meditating and much-puzzled 
pupil of antiquity, whispered "le peu que sont les honunea.'* 

The next moming Gerard was eager to start, but Denys 
was under a yow to see the murderers of the golden-haired 
girl ezecuted. 

Gerard respected bis vow, but avoided bis eiample. 

He went to bid the cur^ farewell instead, and sought and 
received bis blessing. About noon the travellers got clear of 
the town. Just outside the south gate they passed the gallows, 
it had eight tenants: the skeleton of Manon*s late wept, and 
now being fast forgotten, lover, and the bodies ofthose who 
had 80 nearly taken our travellers* lives. A band was nailed 
to the beam. And hard by on a huge wheel was clawed 
the dead landlord, with every bone in bis body broken to 
pieces. 

Geraxd averted bis head and hurried by. Denys lingered, 
and crowed over bis dead foes. '< Times are changed, my 
lads, since we two sat shaking in the cold awaiting you seven 
to come and cut our throats." 

'^Fie, Denys! Death Squares all reckonings. Pritheepass 
on without another word, if you prize my respect a groat" 

To this eamest remonstrauce Denys yielded. He even 
Said thoughtfiilly "you have been better brought up than 1.** 
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About ihree in the aftemoon they reached a little town 
with the people buzzing in knots. The wolves, starved by the 
cold, had entered, and eaten two grown-up persona over- 
night, in the main street: so some were blaming the eaten; 
"none but fools or knaves are about afternightfall;" others 
the law for not proteeting the town, and others the Corpora- 
tion for not enforcing what laws there were. 

"Bah! thisis nothing to OS," saidDenys, and was for re- 
Bummg their march. 

"Ay, but *tis," remonstrated Gerard. 

"What, are we the pair they ate?" 

" No, but we may be the next pair." 

"Ay, neighbour," said an ancientmau, "'tis the town*s 
fault for not obeying the ducal ordinance, which bids every 
shopkeeper light a lamp o'er his door at sunset, and bum it tili 
Bunrise." 

On this Denys asked him somewhat derisively, "What 
made him fancy rush dips would scare *away empty wolves? 
Why mutton fat is all their joy," 

" Tis not the fat, vain man, but the light. All ill things 
hate light; especially wolves and the imps that lurk, I ween, 
under their für. Example; Paris city Stands in a wood like, 
and the wolves do howl around it aD night: yet of late years 
wolves come but little in the streets. For why , in that burgh 
the watchmen do thunder at each door that is dark, and make 
the weary wight rise and light. 'Tis my son teils me. He is a 
great voyager, my son Nicholas." 

In fi^her explanation he assured them that previously to 
that ordinance no city had been worse infested with wolves 
than Paris; atroop had boldly assaulted the town in 1420, 
and in 1438 they had eaten fourteen persons in a Single month 
between Montmartre and the gate St. Antoine , and that not a 
Winter month even, but September: and as for the dead, which 
nightly lay in the streets slain in midnight brawls, or assas- 
sinated, the wolves had used to devour them, and to grub 
up the fresh graves in the churchyards and tear out the 
bodies. 



SOG XHB CLOIäTEB 

Here a thougbtful Citizen soggested that probablj the 
wolves had been bridled of late in Paris, not bj candle-lights, 
but owing to the Engliah having been driven out of tfae king- 
dom of France. **For those English be verjr wolves them- 
selves for fierceness and greediness. What marrel then tiiat 
under their role onr neighboors of France shoold be wolf- 
eaten ? *' This logic was too soited to tbe time and place , not 
to be reoeived wiä acdamation. But tbe old man stood bis 
ground. "I grant ye tbose islanders are wolves: bat two- 
legged ones , and little apt to favour their f our-footed coosins. 
Oue greedy thing loveth it another? I trow not. Bj the 
same token, and tiiis too I have firom my boy Nicole, Sir Wolf 
dare not show bis nose in London city; l^ough *1is ranaller 
than Paris, and thick woods bard by the north wall, and 
therein great störe of deer , and wild boars rife as flies at mid 
summer." 

"Sir," said Gerard, "you seem versed in wild beasts, 
prithee advise my comrade here and me : we wonld not waste 
time on the road, an if we may go forward to the next town 
with reasonable safety." 

" Young man, I trow *twere an idle risk. It lacks bat an 
hour of dnsk, and you mast pass nigh a wood, where lurk some 
thonsands of these halfstarved vermin, rank cowards single; 
bat in great bands bold as lions. Wherefore I redeyousojoom 
here the night; and joumey on betimes. By the dawn the 
vermin will be tired out with roaring and rampaging; and 
mayhap will have fiUed their lank bellies with flesh of my 
good neighbours here, the anteachable fools." 

G^rard hoped not; and asked could he recommend tiiem 
toagoodinn? 

"Humph? there is the *T6ted'0r.' My granddaughter 
keeps it. She is a mijaur^e, bat not so knavish as most hotel- 
keepers, and her honse indifferent clean." 

"Hey, for the *Tßte d'Or,'" strack in Denys, decided by 
bis ineradicable foible. 

On the way to it, Gerard inquired of bis companion what 
" a mijaur^e " was ? 
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Denys laughed at bis ignorance. '^Not know what a 
mij auree is ? why all the world knows that It is ueither rnore 
nor lesB than a mijaurde.*' 

As they entered the " Tete d'Or" they met a young lady 
riclily dresBed, with the vehret chaperon on her head, which 
-w^as confined by law to the nobility. They tinbonneted and 
louted low, and she curtsied, but fixed her eye on vacancy the 
labile, which had a curious rather than a genial effect. How- 
ever nobility was not so unassuming in those days as it is now. 
So they were little sorprised. But the next minute supper 
-was servedy and lol in came this princess and carved the 
goose. 

"Holy St. Bavon," cried Gerard. " 'Twaß the landlady all 
the whüe." 

A young woman, cursed with nice white teeth and lovely 
hands: for these beauties being misallied to homely features 
had tumed her head. She was a feeble carver, carying not for 
the sake of others but herseif, i. e., to display her hands. 
When not carving she was etemally either taMng a pin out of 
her head or her body, or eise putting a pin into her head or her 
body. To display her teeth, she laughed indifferently at gay 
orgrave; and from ear to ear. And she *'sat at ease*' witii 
her mouth ajar. 

Now there is an animal in creation of no great general 
merit ; but it has the eye of a hawk for affectation. It is called 
*'a boy." And Gerard was but a boy still in some things; 
swift to see, and to loathe, affectation. So Denys sat casting 
sheep's eyes, and Gerard, daggers, at one comedian. 

Presently, in the midst of her minauderies, she gave a loud 
shriek and bounded out of her chair like bare from form, and 
ran backwards out of the room uttering little screams, and 
holding her farthingale tight down to her ankles with both 
hands. And, as she scuttled out of the door, a mouse scuttled 
back to the wainscot in a state of equal, and perhaps more 
reasonable, terror. The guests, who had risen in anxiety at 
the principal yell, now stood irresolute awhile, then sat down 
laughing. The tender Denys, to whom a woman's cowardice, 
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being a sexaal trait, seemed a lovely and pleasant thing , said 
he would go comfort her and bring her back. 

'^Nayt najl nayt for pitj's sake let her bide/* ened 
Q^rard eamestly. ** Oh blessed moose ! sure some saint sent 
thee to our aid." 

Now at his right band sat a stordy middie-aged burgher, 
whose conduct up to date had been cjnical. He had neyer 
bndged , nor even rested bis knife , at idl this firacas. He now 
tomed on Gkrard and inquired haughtily whether he reallj 
thooght that " grimaci^re *' was afraid of a moose. 

" Ay. She screamed hearty." 

<<Where is the coquette that cannot scream to the life? 
These she tavem-keepers do still ape the nobles. Some 
princess or duchess hatii lain here a night, that was honestly 
afeard ofa moose, having been brooght op to it. And this 
ape hath seen her, and said, *I will start at a mouse, and make 
aeoiL* She has no more right to start at a moose, than to 
wear that for on her bosom, and thatyelyet on her monkey's 
head. I am of the town, yoong man, and have known äie 
mijaor^e all her life, and 1 mind when she was no more afeard 
of a moose than she is of a man.*' He added that she was 
fast emptying the inn with these ' * singeries.** * ' All the world 
is so sick of her hands , that her very kinsfolk will not yentore 
themselyes anigh them.** He concloded with something like 
a sigh, "The *T§te d'Or' wasathriying hostelry onder my 
old chom her good father ; bot she is digging its graye tootii 
and nail." 

" Tooth and nail? good I a right merry coneeit, and atme," 
said Gerard. Bot the right merry coneeit was an inadyertence 
as pore as snow, and the stoot borgher went to bis graye and 
neyer knew what he had done: for jost theo attention was 
attracted by Denys retoming pompoosly. He inspected the 
apartment minotely, and with a high official air: he also 
looked solemnly onder the table; and doring the wholo in- 
qoisition a white band was placed conspicooosly on the edge 
of the opendoor, and a tremoloos yoice inqoired behind It 
whether the horrid thing was qoite gone. 
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'*The enemy has retreated, bag and baggage," said 
Denys : and handed in the trembling fair , who , sitting down, 
apologized to her guests for her foolish fears, with so mach 
eamestness, grace, and seeming self-contempt, that, bat for a 
sour grin on his neighbour's face, Gerard woald have been 
taken in as all the other strangers were. Dinner ended, the 
young landlady begged an Aagastine fnar at her right hand 
to saj grace. He delivered a longish one. The moment he 
began, she clapped her white hands piooslj together, and held 
them ap joined for mortals to admire ; 'tis an ezcellent pose for 
taper white fingers ; and cast her eyes apward towards heaven, 
and feit as thankfal to it as a magpie does while catting off 
with your thimble. 

After sapper the two fiiends went to the street-door and 
eyed the market-place. The mistress joined them, and pointed 
out the town hall, the boroagh jail, St. Catherine's charch, &c. 
This wascourteous, to say the least. Butthetraecaasesoon 
revealed itself ; the fair hand was poked right ander their eyes 
every time an object was indicated; and Gerard eyed it like a 
basilisk, and longed for a banch of nettles. The san set , and 
the travellers, few in nomber, drew roand the great roariug 
fire, and, omitting to go on the spit, were frozen behind thoagb 
roasted in front. For if the German stoves were oppressively 
hot, the French salles k manger were bitterly cold, and above 
all stormy. In Gcrmany men sat bareheaded roand the stove, 
and took off their upperclothes, bat in Bargandy they kept 
on their hats , and pat on their wärmest fiirs to sit roand the 
great open chimney-places , at which the extemal air rushed 
foriously from door and ill-fitting window. However it seems 
their mediaeval backs were broad enough to bear it: for they 
made themselves not only comfortable bat merry , and broke 
harmless jests over each other in tarn. For instance Denys's 
new shoes, thoagh not in direct commanication, had this day 
ezploded with twin-like sympathy and ananimity. "Where 
do yoa bay yoar shoon, soldier? " asked one. 

Penys looked askant at Gerard, and not liking the theme, 
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«book it off. "I gather 'em off the trees by the road-side," 
Said be surlily. 

'* Tben you gatbered tbese too ripe," Bald tbe hostess, wbo 
was only a fool extemally. 

" Ay, rotten ripe," obseired anotiier, inspectmg them. 

Gerard said notbing, but pointed tbe circular satire bj 
pantomime. He slily put out botb bis feet, one after anotber, 
under Denys's eye, witb their German sboes, on whicb a 
bundred leagues of travei bad produced no efiPect. Tbey 
seemed bewn out of a rock. 

Attbis "riltwisttbe smootb varlef snecktbatsoldmemine," 
sbouted Denys, in buge wratb, and confirmed tbe tbreat with 
Singular oaths peculiar to tbe medissval military. The land- 
lady put ber fingers in ber ears, tbereby exbibiting the band 
in afresb attitude. ^'Tell me wben be bas done bis orisons, 
somebody," said sbe minciugly. And after tbat tbey feil to 
telling stories. 

Gerard, wben bis tum came, told tbe adventnre of Denys 
and Gerard at tbe inn in Domiront, and so well, that tbe 
bcarers were rapt into sweet obliyion of tbe very existence of 
mijaur^e and bands. But tbis made ber very uneasy, and sbe 
bad recourse to ber grand coup. Tbis misdirected genius bad 
für a twelvemontb past practised yawning, and could do it 
now at any moment so naturally as to set ^1 creation gaping, 
could all creation bave seen ber. By tbis means sbe got in idl 
ber cb arms. For first sbe sbowed ber teetb, tben, out of good 
breeding, you know, closed ber moutb witb tbree taper 
fingers. So tbe moment Gerard's story got too interesting and 
absorbing, sbe tumed to and made yawns , and " croix sur la 
boucbe." 

Tbis was all very fine: but Gerard was an artist, and 
artists are cbilled by gaping auditors. He bore up against 
tbe yawns a long time : but finding tbey came from a bottom- 
less reservoir, lost botb beart and temper, and suddenly rising 
in mid narrative, said, ^'Butl weary our hostess, andl am 
tired myself: so good night!" wbipped a candle off tbe 
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dreßser, whispered Denys, "I cannot stand her," and marched 
to bed in a moment. 

be mijaur^e eoloured and bit her lips. She hadnotin- 
tendefi her by-play for Gerard's eye : and she saw in a moment 
she hau been rüde , and siliy , and publicly rebuked. She sat 
with clJeek on fire , and a little natural water in her eyes , and 
looked v^ times comelier and more womanly, and interesting 
than ehe ^d done all day . The desertion of the best narrator 
broke up Üie party, and the unassuming Denys approached 
the meditatiye mijaurde, and invited her in the most flattering 
terms, to gamble with him. She started from her reverie, 
looked him dowi% into the earth's centre with chilling dignity, 
and consented, folr^she remembered all Ina moment whata 
show of hands gamblmg; admitted. 

The soldier and the mija>ur^e rattled the dice. In which sport 
she was so taken up with her ha^d8, that she forgot to cheat, 
and Denys won an " ^cu au soleil" of her. She fumbled slowly 
with her purse, partly because her se± do not bum to pay 
debts of honour: partly to admire the play of her little 
knuckles peeping between their soft white cushions. Denys 
proposed a conipromise. "Three silver franks I win of you, 
fair hostess. G-ive me now three kisses of this white band, 
and we*ll e'en cry quits." 

"You are msdapert," said the lady with a toss of her head ; 
" besides, they are so dirty. See ! they are like ink : " and, to 
eonvince him, she put them out to him and tumed them up and 
down. They were no dirtier than cream fresh from the cow. 
And she knew it: she was etemaUy washing and scenting 
them. 

Denys read the objection like the observant warrior he 
was, seized them and mumbled them. 

Finding him so appreciative of her charm,she said timidly, 
"Will you do me a kindness, good soldier?" 

" A thousand, fair hostess, an you will." 

" Nay , I ask but one. *Tis to teil thy comrade I was right 
sorry to lose bis most thrilling story , and I hope he will teil 

The aoister and the Hearth, U 20 
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me the rest to-morrow moming. Meantime I shall not sleep 
for thinking on*t. Wilt teil him that — to pleasnre me ? " 

*< Ay , ni teil the young savage. But he is not worthy of 
your condescension, sweet bosteas. He wonid rather be aside 
a man than a woman any day." 

" So would — ahem. He is right : the yomng women of the 
day are not worthy of Um , ^' mi tas des mij aor^s.** He has a 
good, honest, and right eomely face. Any way I would not 
gnest of mine shoold think me nnmannerly, not for all the 
World. Wilt keep faith with me and teil him? " 

" On this fair hand 1 swear it : and thus I seal the pledge." 

'* There ; no need to melt the wax, thoogh. Now go to bed. 
And teil him ere you sleep." 

The perverse toad (1 tiiank thee , Marion , for teaching me 
that word) was inclined to bestow her slight afiPections npon 
Gkrard. Not that she was inflammable: £» less so than many 
that passed for prüdes in the town. Bot Gerard possessed 
a triple attraction that has ensnared coquettes in all ages. 
1. He was very handsome. 2. He did not admire her the 
least. 3. He had given her a good slap in the face. 

Denys woke Gerard and gave the message. G^rard was 
not enchanted. "Dost wake a tired man to teil him that? 
Am I to be pestered with 'mijanr^es' by night as well as 
day?" 

"Bat I teil thee, novice, thou hast conqoered her: trost to 
my ezperience: her yoice sank to melodions whispers: and 
the conning jade did in a manner bribe me to carry thee her 
challenge to Love's lists: for so I read her message." 

Denys then, assmning the senior and the man of the world, 
told Gerard the time was come to show him how a soldier 
miderstood friendship and camaraderie. Italy was now out of 
the question. Fate had provided better; and the blind jade 
Fortune had smiled on merit for once. The "Head of Gold" 
had been a prosperous inn, would be again with a man at tto 
head. A good general laid far-sighted plans; but was always 
ready to abandon them, should some brilliant advantage 
offer-, and to reap the fiül harvest of the unforeseen: 'twas 
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chiefly by fhis trait great leaders defeated little ones; for 
these latter conld do nothing not cut and dried beforehand. 

"Sony ^endship, that would marrj me to amijaurde," 
interposed Gerard yawning. 

<^ Comrade , be reasonable ; 'tis not the friskiest sheep that 
falls down the cliff. All creatures must have their fling soon, 
or late : and whj not a woman? What more friyolous than a 
kitten? what graver than a cat?" 

''Hast a good eye for nature, Denys/* said Gerard, ''that 1 
proclaim." 

" A better for thineinterestjboy. Trust then to me ; these 
little doves they are my study day and night; happy the man 
whose wife taketh her fling before wedlock ; and who trippeth 
up the altar-steps instead of down *em. Marriage it always 
changeth them for better or eise forworse. Why, Gerard, 
she is honest when all is done: and he is no man, nor half a 
man, that cannot mould any honest lass like a bit of warm 
wax, and she aye aside him at bed and board. I teil thee in 
one month thou wilt make of this coquette the matron the 
most sober in the town, and of all its wives the one most docile, 
and submissive. Why she is half tamed already. Nine in ten 
meek and mild ones had gently hated thee like poisonall their 
lives, for wounding of Sieir hidden pride. But she for an 
affiront proffers affection. By Joshua his bügle a generous 
lass , and void of petty malice. When thou wast gone she sat 
a-thinking and spoke not. A sure sign of love in one of her 
sex: for of all things eise they speak ere they think. Also 
her Yoice did sink exceeding low indiscoursingof thee, and 
murmured sweetly; another infallible sign. The holt hath 
Struck and rankles in her; oh be joyful! Art silent? I see ; 'tis 
settled. I shall go alone to Bemiremont, alone and sad. But, 
pillage and poleaxes! what care I for that, since my dear 
comrade will stay here, landlord of the "TIte d'Or," and safe 
from all the storms of life ? Wilt think of me, Gerard, now and 
then by thy warm Are, of me camped on some windy heath, or 
lying in wet trenches, or wounded on the field and farfrom 
comfort? Nay" (and this he said in a manner truly noble), 
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«not comfortless. Forcold, orwet, orbleeding, 'twill still 
wann my heart to He on my back and think that I have placed 
jßj dear friend, and comrade true, in the * T^te d*Or,* far from 
a 8oldier*8 ills.*' 

"I let you nin on, dear Denys," said Gerard softly, 
^'because at each word you show me the treasnre of agood 
heart. Bat now bethink thee, my troth is plighted there where 
my heart it clingetL You so leal, wonld you make me dis- 
loyal?" 

" Perdition seize me, but I forgot that," said Denys. 

" No more then, but hie thee to bed, good Denys. Next to 
Margaret I love thee best on earth , and value thy ' coeur d'or * 
far more than a dozen of these 'T^tes d*Or.* So prithee call 
me at the first blush of rosy-fingered mom , and lef s away ere 
the woman with the hands be stirring." 

They rose with the dawn, and broke their fast by the 
kitchen fire. 

Denys inquired of the girl whether the mistress was aboui 

*^Nay: but she hath risen from her bed: by the same 
tokenl am canying her this to clean her withal ; and she fiUed 
a mug with boiling water, and took it upstairs. 

"Behold," said Gerard, "the very Clements must be 
warmed to suit her skin; what had the saints said, which still 
chose the coldest pool? Away, ere she come down and catch 

US." 

They paid the score, and lefl the "Tgte d'Or," while its 
mistress was washing her hands. 

CHAPTEB XXXIX. 

OüTsiDE the town they found the snow freshtrampledby 
innumerable wolves every foot of the road. 

" We did well to take the old man's advice, Denys." 
"Ay did we. For now I think on'tl did hear them last 
night a-scurrying under our window and howling and whin- 
ing for man*s flesh in yon market-place. But no fat burgher 
did pity the poor vagabones , and drop out o* window." 
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Gerard smiled, butwithanairof abstraction. 
And they plodded on in silence. 

" What dost meditate so profoundly? " 

"Thy goodness." 

Denys was anything bat pleased at this answer. Amongst 
bis oddities you may have observed that he could stand a 
great deal of real impertinenee; he was so good-humoured. 
But would £re up now and then where not even the shadow of 
ground for anger existed. 

"A civil question merits a civil reply," said he very 
drily. 

^'Alas, Imeantno other," said Gerard. 

" Then why pretend you were thinking of my goodness, 
when you know I have no goodness under my skin." 

''Had another said this, I had answered <thou liest.* 
Bat to thee I say: ^hast no eye for men's qaalities, bat only 
for women's.* And, oncemore, I do defy thy unreasonable 
choler , and say I was thinking on thy goodness of ovemight. 
Wouldst have wedded me to the *Tete d'Or,' or rather to 
the * t^te de veaa dor^e ,' and left thyself solitary." 

" Oh, are ye there, lad?" said Denys recovering his good- 
bumoar in a moment. '* Well, bat to speak sooth, I meant 
that not for goodness; bat for friendship and trae fellowship, 
no more. Ajcd let me teil yoa, my yoang master, my con- 
science it pricketh me even now for letting yoa tum your back 
thus on fortune and peacefol days. A truer friend than I had 
ta'en and somewhat hamstrung thee. Then had st thou been 
fain to lie smarting at the ^T^te d*Or' a month or so: yon 
skittish lass had nursed thee tenderly , and all had been well. 
Blade I had in band to do*t, but, remembering how thou 
batest pain though it be but a Scratch, my craven heartit 
failed me at the pinch." And Denys wore a look of himible 
apology for his lack of virtuous resolution when the path of 
duty lay so clear. 

Gerard raised his eyebrows with astonishment at this mon- 
strous but'thoroughly characteristic revelation; however thia 
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new and delioate point of friendship was never discnssed; 
viz. , whether one ought in all love to cut the tendon Achilles 
of one*s friend. For an incident interposed. 

** Here cometh one in cur rear a-riding on bis neighbonr*s 
male,'* shouted Denys. 

Gerard tumed round. ^^And how know ye 'tis not his own, 
pray?" 

" Oh blind I Becaose he rides it with no discretion." 

And in troth the man came galloping like a fory. Bot 
what astonished the friends most was that on reaching tiiem 
the rostie rider's eyes opened saucer-like, and he drew tiie 
rein so suddenly and powerfuUy , that the male stuck out her 
fore legs, and went sliding between the pedestrians like s 
foor-legged table on casters. 

"I trow ye are from the *T6te d'Or."* They assented. 
" Which of ye is the younger?" 

^'He that was bom the later," said Denys winking at his 
companion. 

" Grameroy for the news." 

"Come, divinethenl" 

*'And shall. Thy beard is ripe; thy fellQw*8 is green; 
he shall be the younger; here, youngster." And he held 
him out a paper packet. <'Ye left this at the *T^te d*Or/ 
and our mistress sends it ye.*' 

^*Nay , good fellow, methinks I left nought." And G^rard 
feit his pouch, etc. 

"Would ye make our burgess a Mar,'* said the rustic 
reproachfitlly: ^^and shall I have no pourboire?" (still more 
reproachfully) ; *' and came ventre k terre." 

^^Nay, thou edialt have pourboire," and he gave him a 
small coin. 

^'A la bonne heure," cried the down, and his features 
beamed with disproportionate joy. " The Virgin go with ye ; 
comeup, Jenny!" andbackhewenf stomach to earth," as 
his nation is pleased to call it. 

Gerard undid the packet: it was about siz inches Square, 
and inside it he found another packet, which contained a 
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packet, and so on. At the fourth he hurled the whole thing 
into the snow. Denys took it out and rehuked his petu- 
lance. He excused himself on Üie ground of hating affec- 
tation. 

Denys attested "'The great toe oi the little daughter of 
Herodias* there wasnoaffectation l^ere,butonly woman'sgood 
wit. Doubtless the wraps contained something which out of 
delicacy, or her sex's lovely cunning, she would not her 
bind should see her bestow on a young man; thy garter, 
to wit." 

"Iwear none." 

" Her own then ; or a lock of her hair. What is this? A 
piece of raw silk fresh £rom the worm. Well of all tke love 
tokens ! " 

" Now who but thee ever dreamed that she is so naught as 
send me love tokens? I saw no hann in her — barring her 
hands." 

'^Stay, here is something hard lurking in tiiiis soft nest 
Come forth I say, little nestlingt Saints and pikestaves! 
lookatthis!" 

It was a gold ring, with a great amethyst glowin^ and 
sparkling, fall coloured, bat pare as crystal. 

" Ho w lovely I" saidGerard, innoc^itly. 

"And here is something writ: read it tiboul I read 
not so glib as some; when I know not the matter before- 
hand." 

Gerard took the paper. " 'Tis a posy : and fairly enough 
writ." He read the lines, bliishing like a girl. They were 
very naive , and may be thus Es^lished : — 

" Yontb, with thee my heart ia fledde, 
Gome back to the * golden Hedde!* 
Wilt not ? yet this token keepe 
Of hir wh5 dd^th thy goeing weepe. 
Gyf the world prove harsh and cold, 
Come back to * the Hedde of gold."* 

"The little dove!" purred Denys. 
"The great owl! To go and risk her good name thus. 
Howev^r, thank Heaven she has played tMs prank with an 
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honest lad that will ne'er expose her folly. But oh, the per- 
versenesB ! Could ehe not bestow her naoseousness on thee ? " 
Denys sighed and Bhmgged. ^<0n thee that art as ripe for 
follyas herseif?" 

Denys confessed that his young friend had harped his 
very thought Twas passing stränge to him that a damsel 
with eyes in her head should pass by a man, and bestow her 
affections on a boy. Still he could not bat recognize in Ihis 
the bounty of Natore. Boys were human beings after all, 
and, but for this occasional caprice of women, their lot 
would be too terrible; they would beout of the snn alto- 
gether, blighted, and never come to anything: since only 
the fair could make a man out of such unpromising materiak 
as a boy. Gkrard interrupted this flattering discourse to beg 
the warrior-philoBopher*8 acceptance of the lady's ring. He 
refused it flatly, and insisted on Gerard going back to the 
" Tete d*Or *' at once, ring and all, like a man, and not letting 
a poor girl hold out her arms to him in vain. 

«Her hands you mean." 

"Herhand, with the<T^ted*Or'init." 

Failing in this he was for putting the ring on his friend's 
finger. Q-erard declined. " I wear a ring already." 

"What that sorry gimcrack? why *ti8 pewter, or tin at 
best: and this yirgin gold, forbyethejewel." 

"Ay, but 'twas Margaret gave me tiiis one: andlvalneit 
above rubies. l'U neither part with it nor give it a rival: " and 
he kissed the base metal , and bade it fear nought. 

"I see the owl hath sent her ring to a goose ," said Denys, 
sorrowfully. However he prevailed on Gerard to fasten it 
inside his bonnet. To this indeed the lad consented very 
readily. For sovereign qualities were universally ascribed 
to certain jewels; and the amethyst ranked high among these 
precious talismans« 

When this was disposed of , Gerard eamestly requested 
his friend to let the matter drop, since speaking of the other 
sex to him made him pine so for Margaret, and almost un- 
manned him with the Öiought that each step was takinghim 
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farther from her. "I am no general lover, Denys. There 
is Foom in my heart for one sweetheart, and for one friend. 
I am far from my dear mistress : and my &iend , a f ew leagnes 
more and I must lose him too. Oh let me drink thy friendship 
pure while I may, and not dilute with any of these stupid 
females." 

•*Andshalt, honey-pot, and ehalt," said Denys, kindly. 
*'But as to my leaving Öiee at Bemiremont, reckon thou not 
on that! For" (three consecutive oaths) "if I do. Nay, I 
shall propose to thee to stay forty-eight hours there while I 
kiss my'mother and sisters, and the females generally, and 
on go you and I together to the sea." 

"DenysI Denys!" 

"Denys not mel 'Tis settled. Gainsay me not! or TU 
go with thee to Bome. Why not? his holiness the Pope hath 
ever some little merry pleasant war toward, and a Burgundian 
soldier is still welcome in his ranks." 

On this Gerard opened his heart. "Denys, ere I feil in 
with thee, I used often to halt on the road, unable to go 
farther: my puny heart so pulled me back: and then, after 
a Short prayer to the saints for aid , would I rise and drag my 
most unwilling body onward. But, since I joined Company 
with thee, great is my courage. I have found the saying of 
the ancients true, that better is a bright comrade on the 
weary road thanahorse litter; and, dearbrother, whenido 
think of what we have done and suffered together! Savedst 
my life from the bear, and from yet more savagethieves; and 
even poor I did make shiffc to draw thee out of Bhine, and 
somehow loved thee double from that hour. How many ties 
tender and strong between us! Had I my will, I*d never, 
ncver, never, never, part with my Denys on this side the 
grave. Well-a-day ! God his will be done." 

"No, my will shall be done this time," shouted Denys. 
"Le bon Dieu has bigger fish to fry than you or me. I'U go 
with thee to Bome. There is my band on it." 

"Think what you say! Tis impossible. 'Tis too selfish 
of me," 
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"I teil thee, 'üb setüed. No power can change me. At 
Bemiremont I borrow ten pieoes of mj uncle , and on we go : 
'tis fixed \ irrevoeable as fate.** 

Thej shook handa over it. Then G^rard said nothing, 
for bis heart was too fall: bat be ran twice round his com- 
panion as be walked, tben danced backwards in front of bim, 
and finally took bis band, and so on tbey went band-in-band 
like sweeäiearts, tili a companj of moonted soldiers, aboat 
üfty in number, rose to sigbt on tbe brow of a bill. 

"See tbe banner of Bnrgundy," said Denys, joyfally. 
"I sball look out for a eomrade among tbese." 

"How gorgeous is tbe Standard in tbe sun," said Gerard; 
" and bow brave are tbe leaders witb velvet and featb^s, and 
Steel breastplates like glassy mirrors ! ** 

Wben tbey came near enoiigb to diBtingnisb faces , Denys 
uttered an ezclamation : " Wby *tis tbe Bastard of Bargnndy 
as I live. Nay, tben; tbere is fighting afoot since he is oot; 
a gallant leader, Gkrard, rates bis life no bigber tban a 
private soldier's, and a soldier's no bigber tban a tomtifs; 
and tbat is tbe captain for me." 

"And see, Denys, tbe yerymales witii their greatbrass 
frontlets and trappings seem prond to carry tbem ; no wonder 
men itob to be soldiers:" and in tbe midst of this innocent 
admiration tbe troop came up witb tbem. 

"Halt," cried a stentorian voice. Tbe troop balted. 
Tbe Bastard of Burgundy bent bis brow gloomily on Denys: 
"How now, arbalestrier, bow comes it tby face is tomed 
soutbward, wben eyery good band and beart is hnrrying 
nortbward?" 

Denys replied respectfully tbat be was going on leave, 
after some years of service, to see bis kiodred at Bemire- 
mont. 

"Good. Bat tbis is not tbe time for't, tbe dacby is dis- 
turbed. Ho! bring tbat deadsoldier'smakto tbe j&ont; and 
tboa moont ber and forward witb as to Flanders." 

"So please yoar bigbness," said Denys, firmly, "tbat 
may not be. My bome is close at band. I bave not seeu it 
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tbese tbree years, and, above all, I have this poor youth in 
Charge ; whom I maj not, cannot leave, tili I see him shipped 
for Borne. 

"Dost bandy words with me?" said the chief, with amaze- 
ment tuming fast to wrath. "Art weary o' thy life? Let go 
the yoath*s band, and into the saddle without more idle 
words." 

Denys made no reply: but he held Gerard's band the 
tighter, and looked defiance. 

At this the bastardroared, "Jamac, dismount siz of thy 
archers, and shoot me this idiite-livered enr dead where he 
Stands — for an example." 

The young Count de Jamac, second in command, gave 
the Order, and the men dismounted to execute it. 

"Strip him naked," said the bastard, in the cold tone of 
military business, "and put bis arms and accoutrements on 
the spare male. We*ll may be find some clown worthier to 
TTcar them." 

Denys groaned aloud, "Am I to be shamed as well as 
Slam?" 

"Oh, nay! nayl nay!" cried Gerard, awaking from the 
Stupor into which this thunderbolt of tyranny had thrown him. 
* * He shall go with you on the instant. I'd liever part with him 
for ever than see- a hair of bis dear head harmed. Oh, sir, 
oh, my lord, give a poor boy bat a minute to bid his only 
friend farewell! he Will go with you. I swear he shall go 
with you." 

The Stern lead^ nodded a cold contemptuous assent. 
"Thou, Jamac, stay with them, and bring lüm on alive or 
dead. — Forward!" And he resumed bis march, followed 
by all the band but the young count and six archers, one of 
whom held the spare mule. 

Denys and Gerard gazed at one another haggardly. Oh I 
whatalook! 

And affeer this mute interchange of anguish, they spoke 
hurriedly, for the moments were flying by. 



31>- THB CLOrSTBB 

^^Thou goest to Holland: thou knowest where ehe bides. 
Teil her all. She will be kind to thee for my sake." 

'*0h, sonytalethatlshall carry her I For €k>d*8 sake go 
backtothe*T^ted'Or.' lammad." 

^'Hush! Let me think: have J nought to 3&y to thee, 
Denys? myhead! nq^head!" 

'*Ah! I have it. Make for the Bhine, Grerard! Stras- 
bourg. Tis bat a step. And down the current to Botterdam. 
Margaret is there : I go thither. TU teil her thou art Coming. 
We shall all be together." 

'^Mylads, haste ye, oryonwillgetuBintotrouble," said 
the count firmly, bat not harshly now. 

**0h) SIT, one moment! one litüe moment!** panted 
Gerard. 

'^Cursed be the land I was bom in; cursed be the race 
of man; and he that made them what they are," screamed 
Denys. 

"Hush! Denys, hushi blaspheme not! oh, Grod, for- 
give him, he wots not what he says. Be patient, Denys, — 
be patient! though we meet no more on earth, let os meetin 
a better world, where no blasphemer may enter. To my 
heart, lost friend; for what are words now?" He held out 
his arms, and they locked one another in a close eznbrace. 
They kissed one another again and agaui, speechless, and 
the tears rained down their cheeks. And the Count Jamac 
looked on amazed, bat the rougher spldiers, to whom com- 
rade was a sacred namo, looked on with some pity in their 
hard faces. Then at a signal from Jamac, witii kind forcc 
and words of rüde consolation, they almost lifted Denys on 
tothemule; andputtinghim in the middleof them, spurred 
after their leader. And General ran wildly after (for the laue 
tumed), to see the very last of him; and the last glimpse he 
caught, Denys was rocking to and fro on his mule, and tear- 
ing his hair out But at this sight something rose in G^rard's 
throat so high, so high, he could run no more nor brealhe, 
but gasped , and leaned against the snow-clad hedge , seizing 
it, and choking piteously. 
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The thoms ran into bis band. 

After a bitter stmggle he got bis breatb again: and now 
began to see bis own misfortiine. Yet not all at once to reaUze 
it y 80 sndden and numbing was tbe stroke. He staggered on, 
but searce feeling or caring wbitber be was going: and every 
now and tben be stopped, and bis arms feil and Us bead sank 
on bis cbest: and be stood motionless: tben be said to bim- 
self, '^Cantbistbingbe? Tbis must be a dream. 'Tis searce 
üve minutes since we were so bappy, Walking banded, faring 
to Borne togetber, and we admired tbem and tbeir gay 
banners and belmets — ob bearts of bell!" 



All natore seemed to stare now as lonely as bimself. Not 
a Creatore in sigbt. No eolour bat wbite. He, tbe gbost of 
bis former seif, wandered alone among tbe gbosts of trees, 
andfields, andbedges. Desolate! desolate! desolate! Ali 
was desolate. 

He knelt and gatbered a little snow. '^Nay, I dream not; 
for tbis 18 snow: cold as tbe world*s heart. It is bloody, too : 
wbat may tbat mean? Fool ! 'tis from tby band. I mind not 
tbe wound. Ay, I see: tboms. Welcome! kindly foes: I 
feit ye not, ye ran not into my beart Ye are not cmel like 
men." 

He bad nsen, and was dragging bis leaden limbs along, 
wben be beard borses* feet and gay voices bebind bim. He 
tomed witb a joyfol bat wild hope tbat tbe soldiers bad re- 
lented and were bringing Denys back. Bat no : it was a gay 
cavalcade. A gentleman of rank and bis favourites in yelvet 
and fors and featbers ; and foar or five armed retainers in baff 
jerkins. 

They swept gaily by. 

Gerard never looked at tbem after tbey were gone by: 
certain gay sbadows bad come and passed : Üiat was all. He 
was like one in a dream. Bat be was radely wakened: sad- 
denly a Yoice in front of bim ciied barsbly, << Stand and de* 
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liver!** and there were three of the genÜeman'B senrantsin 
front of him. They had ridden back to rob him. 

"How, ye false knaves," said he quite calmly: "would 
ye shame your noble master? He will hang ye to the uearest 
tree : " and with these words he dre w his sword doggedly, and 
set his back to the hedge. 

One of the men instanlly levelled his petronel at him. 

Bat another, less sanguinary, interposed. "Be not so 
hasty! AndbenotthouBomad! Lookyonder!*' 

Gerard looked, and scarce a hundred yards off the noble- 
man and his friends had halted , and sat on their horses, look- 
ing at the lawless act, too proud to do theur own dirty work, 
bat not too proad to reap the frait, and watch lest their agents 
flhoald rob them of anotiier man*s money. 

The milder senrant then , a good-natared fellow , showed 
Gerard restistance was yain; reminded him common thieyes 
offcen took the life as well as the porse, apd assored him it 
Costa mint to be a genüeman; his master had lost money at 
play ovemight, and was going to visit his leman, and so must 
take money where he saw it. 

" Therefore, good yoath, consider that we rob not for our- 
selves , and deliver us that fat parse at thy girdle withoat 
more ado, nor put us to the pain of sUtting thy throat and 
taking it all the same." 

'^Tlüs knave is right/* saidG^rard calmly, alond bntto 
himself. " I ought not to fling away my life ; Margaret would 
be so sorry. Ta^e then the poor man's purse to the rieh man's 
pouch; and with it this; teil him, I pray the Holy Trinity 
each coin in it may bum his band, and freeze his heart , and 
blast his soul for ever. Begone and leave me to my sorrow !" 
He flung them the purse. 

They rode away muttering; for his words pricked them a 
little; a very little: and he staggered on, penniless now as 
well as friendless , tili he came to the edge of a wood. Then, 
though his heart could hardly feel this second blow, his 
judgment did; and he began to ask himself what was the ose 
going forther? He sat down on the hard read, and ran his 
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nails into bis hair and tried to think for tke best; a task all the 
more di£Scult that a stränge drowsiness was stealing over him. 
Korne he could never reach without money. Denys had said 
"go to Strasbourg, and down the Bhine home." He would 
obey Denys. But how get to Strasbourg without money ? 
Then suddenly seemed to ring in bis ears — 

"Gyf the world prove harsh and cold, 
Gome back to the hedde of gold." 

'* And if I do I must go as her servant; I who am Mar- 
garetes. I am a-weary, a-weary. I will sleep , and dream all 
' 18 as it was. Ah me , how happy were we an bour agone , we 
little knew how happy. There is a house : the owner well to 
do. What if I told bim my wrong, and prayed bis aid to 
retrieve my purse , and so to Bhine? Fool ! is he not a man, 
like the rest? He would scom me and trample me lower. 
Denys cursed the race of men. That willl never: but oh, 
I 'gin to loatbe and dread them. Nay, bere will I lie tili 
sunset: then darkling creep into this rieb man's bam, and 
take by stealth a draught of milk or a bandfiil o* grain, to 
keep body and soul together. God, who bath seen the rieb 
rob me, will peradventure forgive me. They say 'tis ill 
sleeping on the snow. Death steals on such sleepers witb 
muffled feet and honey breatb. But what can I? I am 
a-weary, a-weary. Shall this be the wood where lie the wolves 
yon old man spoke of ? I must e'en trust them: they are 
not men ; and I am so a-weary." 

He crawled to the road-side, and stretched out bislimbs 
on the snow, witb a deep sigb. 

"Ah, tear not thine hair so! teareth my beart to see 
thee." 

"Mar— garet Never see me more. Poor Mar— ga— ret." 

And the too tender beart was still. 

And the constant lover, and &iend of antique mould, lay 
silent on the snow; in peril from the weather, in peril from 
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will beasts, in peril from hunger, friendlesB and penniless, in 
a Strange land , and not half way to Borne. 



CHAPTEK XL. 

KuDE travel is enticing to us English. And so are üs 
records ; even though the adventurer be no pilgrim of love. 
And antique friendship has at least the interest of a fossil 
Still, as ike true centre of this story is in Holland, it is fall 
time to retum thither, and to those ordinary personages 
and incidents, whereof life has been mainly eomposed in all 
ages. 

Jorian Ketel came to Peter's hoose to claim Margaret's 
promise; bat Margaret was ill in bed, and Peter, onhearing 
his errand, affironted him and wamed him off the premises^ 
and one or two that stood by were for ducking him; for both 
f ather and daughter were f avourites , and the whole story was- 
in every mouth, and the Sevenbergans in that State of hot, 
undiscriminating, irritation which accompanies populär 
sympathy. 

So Jorian Eetel went off in dudgeon , and repented him of 
his good deed. This sort of penitence is not rare, and has the 
merit of being sincere. Dierich Brower , who was discovered 
at *^The Three Kings," making a chatterboz drunk in order 
to worm out of him the whereabouts of Martin Wittenhaagen, 
was actaally taken and flung into a horse-pond, and 
threatened with worse usage, should he ever show his face 
in the burgh again; and finally, municipal jealonsy being 
roused, the burgomaster of Sevenbergen sent a formal mis- 
sive to the burgomaster of Tergou, reminding him he had 
overstepped the law, and requesting him to apply to the 
authorities of Sevenbergen on any future occasion when he 
might have a complaint, real or imaginary, against any of its 
townsfolk. 

The wily Ghysbrecht, suppressing his rage at this remon- 
^trance, sent back a civil message to say that the personhe 
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had followed to Sevenbergen was a Tergovan, one Gerard, 
and that he had stolen the town records: that Gerard having 
eseaped into foreign parts, and probably taken the documents 
-with him, the whole matter was at end. 

Thns he made a virtue of necessify. Bat in reality his 
cahnness was but a veil: baffled at Sevenbergen, he tumed 
his views elsewhere; he set his emissfiuies to leam from the 
familj at Tergou whither Gerard had fled, and "to his in£nitß 
- snrprise" they did not know. This added to his uneasiness. 
It made him fear Gerard was only lurking in the neighbour- 
hood: he wonld make a certain discovery, and would come 
back and take a terrible revenge. From this time Dierich and 
others that were about him noticed a ehange for the worse in 
Ghysbrecht Van Swieten. He became a moody, irritable 
man. A dread lay on him. His eyes cast fürtive glances, 
like one who expects a blow, and knows not from what quarter 
it is to come. Making others wretched had not made him 
happy. It seldom does. 

The little family at Tergou, which, but for his violent 
interference, might in time have cemented its difference 
without banishing spem gregis to a distant land, wore still 
the same outward features, but within was no longer the 
simple happy family this tale opened with. Little Kate knew 
the share Comelis and Sybrandt had in banishing Gerard, 
and though , for fear of making more mischief still , she never 
told her mother, yet there were times she shuddered at the 
bare sight of them, and blushed at their hypocritical regrets. 
Catherine, withawoman'svigilance, noticed this, and with 
awoman'ssubtlety Said nothing, but quietly pondered it, and 
went on watching for more. The black sheep themselves, in 
their efforts to partake in the general gloom and sorrow , suc- 
ceeded so f ar as to impose upon their father and Giles : but 
. the demure satisfaction that lay at their bottom could not 
escape these feminine eyes — 

"That, notingalli leemM nonght to aote.** 

Thos mistrust and suspicion sat at the table, poor sab« 
Th« Qoiittr and the Hearth, L 21 
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BÜtutet for Ckrard'f intelligent face , that had brightened tlA 
whole cirole, unobBeryed tili it was gone. As for the old 
hosier, bis pride had been wounded by bis Bon*s disobedience, 
and so he bore stiffly up, and did bis best never to mention 
Gerard's name; but undemeath bis Spartan cloak Natore 
migbt be seen tugging at bis beartstrings. One anziely be 
never afPected to conceal. "If I bat knew wbere the bojis, 
and that bis life and health are in no danger, small wonld be 
mycare," would be say; andthena deep sigh wonld foUow. 
I cannot help thinking that if Gkrard had opened the door 
josttben, andwalkedin, there woold have been manjteais 
andembracesforhim, andfewreproaehes, ornone. 

One thing took the old couple qoite by surprise — Pub- 
licity. £re Gkrard had been gone a week, bis adventures 
were in every mouth ; and, to make matters worse, the populär 
sympathy declared itself warmly on the side of the lovers, and 
against Gerard's cruel parents, and that old busybody the 
burgomaster, '^who must put bis nose into a business that 
nowise concemed bim." 

<<Mother/' said Kate, <4t is all over the town that Mar- 
garet is down with a fever — a buming fever; her father fears 
her sadly." 

«Margaret? what Margaret?" inquired Catharine, witha 
treacherous assumption of cahnness and indi£Eerence. 

"Oh, mother! whom should 1 mean? Why Oerard's Mar- 
garet." 

"Gerard's Margaret,'' screamed Catherine; "how dare 
you say such a word to me? And I rede you never mention 
that hussy's name in this house , that she has laid bare. Sbe 
is the ruin of my poor boy, the flower of all my flock. She is 
the cause that he is not a holy priest in the midst of us , but is 
roaming the world, and I a desolate broken-hearted mother. 
There, do not cry, my girl, I do ill to speak harsh to you. 
But, oh, Kate ! you know not what passes in a motber*s heart 
I bear up before you all; it behoves me swallow my fears: 
but at night I see lum in my dreams , and still some trouble or 
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other near him: sometimes he is tom by wild beasts; otber 
ümes be is in the hands of robbers, and their cruel knives 
uplifted to strike bis poor pale face, tbat one sbould think 
would move a stone. Ob! wben I remember tbat, wbile I sit 
here in comfort, perbaps my poor boy lies dead in some 
savage place : and all along of tbat girl : tbere, ber very name 
its ratsbane to me. I tremble all over wben I bear it.** 

"I'U not say anytbing, nor do anytbing to grieve you 
worse, motber,*' saidKatetenderly; bat sbe sigbed. 

Sbe wbose name was so fiercely interdicted in tbis bonse, 
was mucb spoken of, and even pitied, elsewbere. All Seven- 
bergen was sorry for ber, and tbe young men and maidens 
cast many a pitying glance, as tbey passed, at tbe little 
window wbere tbe beauty of tbe village lay " dying for love." 
In tbis familiär pbrase tbey underrated ber spirit and un- 
selfisbness. Gerard was not dead, and sbe was too loyal 
herseif to doubt bis constancy. Her fatber was dear to ber 
andbelpless; and, bütforbodily weakness, all ber love for 
Gerard would not bave kept ber from doing ber duties, 
tbougb sbe migbt bave gone about tbem witb drooping bead 
and beary beart. But pbysical and mental excitement bad 
broogbt on an attack of fever so yiolent, tbat notbing but 
youtb and Constitution saved ber. Tbe malady leffe ber at 
last, but in tbat terrible state of bodily weakness in wbicb tbe 
patient feels life a bürden. 

Tben it is «tbat love and Mendsbip by tbe bedside are 
mortal angels witb comfort in tbeir voices, and bealing in 
tbeir palms. 

But tbis poor girl bad to come back to life and yigour bow 
sbe could. Many days sbe lay alone, and tbe beavy bours 
roUed like leaden waves over ber. In ber enfeebled State 
^stence seemed a bürden, and life a tbing gone by. Sbe 
could not try ber best to get well. Gkrard was gone. Sbe 
bad not bim to get well for. Often sbe lay for bours quite 
still, witb tbe tears weUing gently out of ber eyes. 

Oneday, wakingfromanuneasyslumber, sbefoundtwo 
women in ber room. One was a servant, tbe otber by tbe 

21* 
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deep für on her collar and sleeves was a person of considerft* 
tion: a narrow band of silvery hair, being spared by her 
coiffiire, showed her to be past the age when women of sense 
conceal their years. The looksof both were kind and friendlj. 
Margaret tried to raise herseif in the bed, bat the old lady 
placed a hand very gently on her. 

"Lie still, sweeÄeart; we come nothere to put 70U abont, 
butto comfortyou, Qod willing. Now cheer up a bit, and 
teil US, first, who think you we are?" 

" Nay, madam , I know you , though I never saw you be- 
fore: you are the demoiselle Van Eyek, and this is Reicht 
Heynes. Gerard has oft spoken of you, and of your goodness 
to him. Madam, he has no firiend like you near him now," 
and at this thought she lay back, and the tears welled out of 
her eyes in a moment. 

The good-natured Reicht Heynes began to cry for Com- 
pany ; but her mistress scolded her. "Well, you are a pretty 
one for a sick-room," said she : and she put out a world of in- 
nocent art to cheer the patient: and not without some litüe 
success. An old woman, that has seen life and aU its troubles, 
is a sovereign blessing by a sorrowfiil young woman's side. 
She knows what to say, and what to avoid. She knows how 
to soothe her and interest her. Ere she had been there an 
hour, she had Margaretes head lying on her Shoulder instead 
of on the pillow, and Margaretes soft eyes dwelling on her 
with genüe gratitude. 

"Ah! this is hair," said the old lady, running her fingers 
through it. " Come and look at it, Reicht ! " 

Reicht came and handled it, and praised it unaffectedly. 
The poor girl that owned it was not quite out of the reach of 
flattery ; owing doubtless to not being dead. 

"In sooth, madam, I did use to think ithideous: hnthe 
praised it, and ever since then I have been almost vain of it, 
saints forgive me. You know how foolish those are that 
love." 

"They are greater fools that don't," said the old lady, 
sharply. 
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Margaret opened her lovelj eyes, and looked at her for 
her meaning. 

This was only the first of many visits. In fact either 
Margaret Van Eyck or Reicht came nearly every day until 
their patient was convalescent: and she improved rapidly 
under their hands. Reicht attributed this principaUy to 
certain nourishing dishes she prepared in Peter's kitchen: 
bat Margaret herseif thought more of the kind words and 
eyes that kept telling her she had friends to live for. 

Martin Wittenhaagen went straight to Rotterdam, to take 
the bull by the horns. The bull was a biped, with a crown 
forhoms. It was Philip the Good, dukeofthis, earl ofthat, 
lord of the other. Arrived at Rotterdam, Martin found the 
court was at Ghent. To Ghent he went, and sought an 
audience , bat was put off and baffled by lacqueys and pages. 
So he threw himself in his sovereign^s way out hunting, and, 
contrary to all court precedents, cpmmenced the conversation 
— by roaring lustily for mercy. 

" Why, where is the peril, man?" said the duke , looking 
all round and laughing. 

" Grace for an old soldier hunted down by burghers ! " 

Now kings differ in character like other folk; but there is 
one trait they have in common; they are mightily inclined to 
be affable to men of very low estate. These do not vie with 
them in anything whatever, so jealousy cannot creep in ; and 
they amuse them by their bluntness and novelty, and refresh 
the poor things with a touch of nature — a rarity in courts. 
So Philip the Good reined in his horse and gave Martin 
almost a tete-ä-tete, and Martin reminded him of a certain 
battle-field where he had received an arrow intended for his 
sovereign. The duke remembered the incident perfectly, 
and was graciously pleased to take a cheerful view of it. He 
could afford to , not having been the one hit. Then Martin 
told his majesty of Gerard*s first capture in the church, his 
imprisonment in the tower, and the manoeuvre by which they 
gothimout, andallthedetailsofthehunt; and, whetherhe 
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told it better than I hare , or the dnke had not heard so man j 
good stories as you have, certain it is that sovereign got so 
wrapt up in it, that, when a number of courtiers came gallop- 
ing up and interrupted Martin, he swore like a costeimonger, 
and threatened, only half in jest, to cut off the next head that 
should come between him and a good Btoiy : and when Martin 
had done, he eried out: — 

** St. Lukel what sport goeth on in this mine earldom, aj ! 
in my own woods, and I see it not. You base fellows have all 
the luck." And he was indignant at the partiality of Fortane. 
^'LoYOunowI this was aman-hunt;** saidbe. ^'/neverhad 
the lack to be at a man-hunt" 

"My luck was none so great," rcplied Martin, blontly; 
"I was on the wrong side of Öie dogs* noses.** 

"Ahl so you were: I forget that." And royalty was 
more reconciled to its lot " What would you then? *' 

'^A free pardon, your highness, for myself and Gerard." 

"Forwhat?" 

" For prison-breaking." 

**Go to: the bird will fly from the eage. *Tis instinct 
Besides, coop a young man up for loving a young woman? 
These burgomasters must be void of common sense. What 
eise?" 

"For striking down the burgomaster." 

"Oh, the hunted boar will tum to bay. 'Tis his right: 
and I hold him less than man that grudges it him. Wbat 
eise?" 

«For killing of the bloodhounds." 

The duke*s countenance feil. 

" *Twas their life or mine," said Martin eagerly. 

"Ayl but I can*t have my bloodhounds, my beautiful 
bloodhounds, sacrificedto — " 

" No, no, no ! They were not your dogs." 

"Whosedogsthen?" 

"Theranger*s." 

** Oh. Well, I am very sorry for him, but, as I was sayingi^ 
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I can*t have my old soldiers sacrificed to his bloodhounds. 
Thou shalt have thy free pardon/' 

"And poor Gerard." 

"And poör Gerard too, for thy sake. And more, teil thou 
this buigomaster his doings misUke me : this is to set up for 
a king, not a burgomaster. I'll have no kings in Holland bat 
one. Bid him be more humble : or by St. Jude I'll hang him 
before his own door, as I hanged the burgomaster of what*s 
thename, some town or other in Flanders itwas: no, 'twas 
somewhere in Brabant — no matter — I hanged him, I re- 
member that much — for oppressing poor folk." • 

The duke then beckoned his chancellor, a pursy old fellow 
that rode like a sack, and bade him write out a free pardon 
for Martin and one Gerard. 

This precious document was drawn up in form, and signed 
nezt day, and Martin hastened home witii it. 

Margaret had left her bed some days, and was sitting pale 
and pensive by the fireside, when he burst in, waving the 
parchment, andcrying, "A free pardon, girl, forG^rsurdas 
well as me ! Send for him back when you will ; all the burgo- 
masters on earth daren*t lay a finger on him." 

She flushed all over with joy, and her hands trembled 
with eagemess as she took the parchment and devoured it 
with her eyes, andkissed it again and again, and flung her 
arms round Martinas neck, and kissed Tum. When she was 
calmer, she told him Heaven had raised her up a fnend 
in the dame Van Eyck. "And I would fain consult her on 
this good news : but I have not strength to walk so far." 

* * What need to walk ? Ther e is my mule.'* 

"Yourmule, Martin?" 

The old soldier or professional pillager laughed, and con- 
fessed he had got so used to her, that he forgot at times 
Ghysbrecht had a prior claim. To-morrow he would tum her 
into the burgomaster's yard, but to-night she should carry 
Margaret to Tergou. 

It was nearly dusk; so Margaret ventured, and about 
seven in the evening she astonished and gladdened her new 
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bat ardent friend, by amying at her hoiue with nnwonted 
roses on her cheeks, and Q^rard's pardon in her bosom. 



CHAPTEB XLI. 

SoiiB are old in heart at forty, some are yoong at eighty. 
Margaret Van £yck*8 heart was an evergreen. She loved her 
yoong namesake with youthful ardour. Nor was this new 
sentiment a mere caprice : she was quick at reading character, 
and saw in Margaret Brandt that which in one of her own sex 
goes far with an intelligent woman; genoineness. But, be- 
sides her own Sterling qualities, Margaret had &om the first a 
potent ally in the old artisfs bosom. 

Human natore. 

Strange as it may appear to the onobser^ant, onr hearts 
warm more readily to those we have benefited than to oor 
benefactors. Some of the Greek philosophers noticed this; 
bat the British Homer has stamped it in immortal lines : — 

**I heard, and thooght how aide by aide 
We two had stemmed the battle^s tide 
In many a well-debated fleld, 
Where Bertrames breast was PhiUp*8 shield. 
I thoaght on Darien^s deserts pale, 
Where Death bestrides the evening gale, 
How o*er my firiend my cloak I threw, 
And fenceleas faced the deadly dew. 
I thoaght on Qnariana*« cliff 
Where, reacued from onr foondering akiff, 
Throogh the white breakera' wrath I bore 
Exhanated Mortram to the ahore ; 
And when hia aide an arrow found, 
I aucked the Indian^a venom'd woand. 
These thonghU like torrenta roahed along 
To aweep away my purpoae atrong.** 

Observe ! this assassin's band is stayed by memory, not of 
benefits received, bat benefits conferred. 

Now Margaret Van Eyck had been wonderfolly kind to 
Margaret Brandt; hadbroken throagh her own habits to go 
and see her; had norsed her, and soothed her, and petted 
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Her, and cured her more than all the medicine in the worid. 
So her heart opened to the recipient of her goodness, and she 
loved her now far more tenderly than ehe had ever loved Ge- 
rard, thoogh, in truth, it was purely out ofregardfor Gerard 
ehe had visited her in the first instance. 

When, therefore, she saw the roses on Margaretes cheek, 
and read the bit of parchment that had brought them there, 
she gave up her own views without a murmnr. 

'^SweeÜieart/' said she'^I did desire he shonld stay in 
Italy five or siz years, and come back rieh, and, above all, an 
artist. Bat your happiness is before all, and I see you cannot 
live without him, so we must have him home as fast as may 
be." 

*'Ah, madamlyouseemyyerythoughts." Andtheyoung 
woman hnng her head a moment and blushed. **Bat how to 
let him know, madam? That passes my skiU. He is gone to 
Italy; but what part, that I know not. Stayl he named 
the eitles he shonld yisit. Florence was one, andRome. But 
then-" 

Finally, being a sensible girl, she divined that a letter, 
addressed "My Gerard — Italy," might chanceto miscany, 
and she looked imploringly at her fnend for counsel. 

"You are come to the right place, and at the right time,*' 
said the old lady. " Here was this Hans Memling with me to« 
day; he is going to Italy, girl, no later than next week, <to 
improTC his band,' he says. Not before 'twas needed, I do as« 
sure you." 

"But how is he to find my Gerard?" 

"Why, he knowB your Gerard, child. They have supped 
here more than once, and were like band and glove. Now, as 
his business is the same as Gerard's, he will visit the same 
places as Gerard, and, soon or late, he must fall in with him. 
Wherefore, get you a long letter written, and copy out this 
pardon into it, and 1*11 answer for the messenger. In siz 
months at farthest Gerard shall get it; and when he shall get 
it, then will he kiss it, and put it in his bosom, and come flying 
home. What are you smiling atV And now what makes your 
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cbeeks so red? And what yoa are smothering me for, I 
cannot think. Yes ! happy days are ooming to mj litüe pearL** 
Meantime, Martin sat in the kitchen, with tilie black-jack 
before him and Beicht Heynes spinning beeide bim: and, 
wow I but she pumped him that night. 

This Hans Memüng was an old pupil of Jan Yan Ejck and 
bis sister. He was a painter, notwiihstanding Margaret's 
sneer, and a good sool enough, with one fault HelovedÜie 
<<nipperkin, canakin, and the brown bowl" more thanthey 
deserve. This singular penchant kept him from amassing 
fortune, and was the cause that he offcen came to Margaret 
Van £yck for a meal, and sometimes for a groat. But this 
gare her a claim on him, and she knew he would not trifle 
with any commission she should intrust to him. 

The letter was duly written, and left with Margaret Yan 
Eyck; and, the following week, sure enough, Hans Memling 
retumed from Flanders. Margaret Yan £yck gare bim the 
letter, and a piece of gold towards bis travellmg ezpenses. 
He seemed in a huny to be off. 

<<A11 the better," said the old artist; '<he will be the 
Booner in Italy. 

But as there are horses who bum and rage to start, and 
affcer the first yard or two want the whip, so all this hurry 
oooled into inaction when Hans got as f ar as the principal 
hostelry of Tergou, and saw two of bis boon companions sit- 
ting in the bay window. He went in for a parting glass with 
them; but when he offered to pay, they would not hearof it. 
No; he was going a long joumey; they would treat him; 
everybody must treat him, the landlord and all. 

It resulted from this treatment that bis tongue got as loose 
as if the wine had been oll; and he confided to the convivial 
crew that he was going to show the Italians how to paint: next 
he sang bis exploits in battle, for he had handled a pike ; and 
bis amorous successes with females, not present to oppose 
tbeir Version of the incidents. In short, ^'plenus rimarum 
erat: huc illuc diffluebat:" and among the miscellaneous 
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matterff ik&t oozed out, he rnust blab that he was intnuted 
with a letter to a townsman of theirs, one Gerard, a good 
fellow : he added "you are all good fellows:" and, to impress 
bis eulogy, slapped Sybrandt on the back so heartily, as to 
drive the breath out of bis body. 

Sybrandt got round the table to avoid this muscular ap- 
proval; but listenedto every word, and leamed for thefirst 
tüne that Gerard was gone to Italy. However, tomakesure, 
he affected to doubt it. 

" My brother Gerard is never m Italy." 
** Ye lie, ye cur," roared Hans, taking instanüy the iras- 
cible tum, and not being clear enough to see that he, who 
now sat opposite him, was the same he had praised, and hit, 
when beside him. "If he is ten times your brother, he is in 
Italy. What call ye this? There, read me that superscrip- 
tion I " and he flung down a letter on the table. 

Seybrandt took it up, and examined it gravely; but 
eventually laid it down, with the remark, that he could not 
read. However, one of the Company, by some immense fortuity, 
could read; and, proud of so rare an accomplishment, took it, 
and read it out: ^^ To Gerard Eliassoen, of Tergou. These by 
by the band of the trusty Hans Memling, with all speed.** 

^''Tis excellently well writ," said the reader, examining 
every letter. 

**Ay!" said Hans, bombastically, ^^and small wonder: 
*tis writ by a famous band; by Margaret, sister of Jan Van 
£yck. Blessed and honoured be bis memory ! She is an old 
friend of mine, is Margaret Van Eyck." 

Miscellaneous Hans then diverged into forty topics. 
Sybrandt stole out of the Company, and went in search of 
Comelis. 

They put their heads together over the news: Italy was 
an immense distance off. If they could only keep him there ? 
*^Eeep him there? Nothing would keep him long from bis 
Margaret." 

" Curse her I " said Sybrandt " Why didn't »he die when 
shewasaboutit?" 
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"5Ä« die? She would outliye the peat to vex tw.'* And 
Comelis was wroth at her selfishness in not dying, to 
oblige. 

These two black sheep kept pntting their heads together, 
and tainting each other worse and worse, tili at last their cor- 
rupt hearts conceived a plan for keeping GTerard in Italj 
all his life, and so secoring his share of their father's sub- 
stance. 

But when they had planned it they were no nearer <he 
execution; for that required talent: so iniqoity came to a 
stand still. Bat presently, as if Satan had come between the 
two heads, and whispered into the right ear of one and the left 
of the other simoltaneously, they both borst out 

^'Thb büboomastbb!" 

They went to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, and be receiyed 
them at once : for the man who is ander the tortare of suspense 
Catches eagerly at knowledge. Certainty is often painfol, 
batseldom, like saspense, intolerable. 

" Yoa have news of Gerard? " said he eagerly. 

Then they told aboat the letter and Hans &f emling. He 
listened with restless eye. " Who writ the letter? " 

"Margaret Van Eyck," wasthereply: for they naturally 
thoaght the contents were by the same band as the saper- 
scription. 

" Are ye sure ? " And he went to a drawer and drew out a 
paper written by Margaret Van Eyck while treating with the 
bargh for her house. " Was it writ like this ? " 

* ' Yes. 'Tis the same writing , " said Sybrandt , boldly. 

"Good. And now what would ye of me?" said Ghys- 
brecht, with beating heart, bat a carelessness so well feigned 
that it staggered them. They fiimbled with their bonnets, 
and stammered and spoke a word or two, then hesitated and 
beat aboat the bash, and let out by degrees that they wanted 
a letter written , to say something that might keep G-erard in 
Italy: and this letter they proposed to Substitute in Hans 
Memling's wallet for the one he carried. While these fumbled 
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-with their bonnets and their iniqoiiy, and vacillated between 
respect for a burgomaster , and suspicion that this one was as 
greatrogue asthemselves, and, somehow or other , on their 
Bide against Gerard, pros and cons were coursing one anothei 
to and fro in the keen old man*s spirit. Yengeance said let 
Gerard come back and feel the weight of the law. Prudence 
said keep him a thousand miles off. But then prudence said 
also, why do dirty work on a doubtful chance? Why put it 
in the power of these two rogues to tamish your name? 
Finally, bis strong persuasion that Gerard was in possession 
of a secret by means of which he could wound him to the 
quick , coupled with bis caution , found words thus : " It is my 
duty to aid the Citizens that cannot write. But for their 
matter I will not be responsible. Teil me , then , what I shail 
write." 

^'Something about this Margaret." 

" Ay , ay I that she is false , that she is mairied to another, 
rilgobail." 

"Nay, burgomaster, nay! not for all the worldl" cried 
Sybrandt; "Gerard would not believe it, or but half, and 
then he would come back to see. No; say that she is dead." 

"Dead! what at her age? will he credit that?" 

" Sooner than the other. Why she was nearly dead ; so it 
is not to say a downright lie, after all." 

"Humph? And you think that will keep him in Italy?" 

" We are sure of it, are we not, Comelis?" 

"Ay," said Comelis, "our Gerard will never leaveltaly 
now he is there. It was always bis dream to get there. He 
would come back for bis Margaret, but not for us. What 
caresheforus? He despises bis own f amily ; always did." 

"This would be a bitter pül to him," said the old hypo- 
crite. " It will be for bis good in the end ," replied the young 
one. 

" What avails Famine wedding Thirst? " said Comelis. 

"And the grief you are preparing for him so coolly?" 
Ghysbrecht spoke sarcastically, but tasted hisown vengeanco 
all the time. 
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<< Oh, a lie is not like a blow wiih a curtal axe. It hacks 
no flesh, and breaks no bones.'* 

**A curtal axe?*' said Sybrandt; **no, nor even like & 
stroke with a cudgel." And he shot a sly envenomed glance 
at the bnrgomaater's broken nose. 

Ghysbrecht*8 face darkened with ire when this adder^s 
tongae strack hie woond. Bat it told, as intended: the old 
man bristled with hate. 

"Well," said he, "teil me what to write for 70a, and I 
mastwriteit: bat, take notice, yoabear theblame if aught 
tums amisB. Not the band which writes, bat the tongae 
which dictates, doth the deed.** 

The brothers assented wannly, sneering within. GhjB- 
brecht then drew bis inkhom towards him, and laid Üie 
specimen of Margaret Yan Eyck's writing before him, and 
made some inqairies as to the size and shape of the letter; 
when an anlooked for Interruption occurred; Jorian Ketel 
barst hastUy into theroom, and looked vexed at notfinding 
him alone. 

" Thou seest I have matter on band , good fellow." 

"Ay; but this is gtave. 1 bring good news; bat 'tisnot 
for every ear." 

The burgomaster rose, and drew Jorian aside into the 
embrasure of bis deep window, and then the brothers heard 
them converse in low but eager tones. It ended by Ghys- 
brecht sending Jorian out to saddle bis mule. He then ad- 
dreseed the black sheep with a sudden coldness that amazed 
them: 

"I prize the peace of hooseholds; but this is not a thing 
to be done in a hurry : we will see about it, we will see." 

"But, burgomaster, the man wiU be gone. It will be 
toolate." 

"Whereishe?" 

"Atthe hostelry, drinking." 

"Well, keep him drinkingl We will see, we will see." 
And he sent tbem off discomfited. 
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To explain all this we most retrograde a step. This very 
moming, then, Margaret Brandt had met Jorian Ketel near 
her own door. He passed her with a scowL This strack her, 
and she remembered him. 

"Stay," Said she. " YesI it is the good man who saved 
him. OhI why have you not been near me since? And why 
have you not come for the parchments? Was it not true 
about the hundred crowns?" 

Jorian gave a snort: bat, seeing her face that looked so 
candid, began to think there might be some mistake. He 
told her he had come, and how he had been received. 

^^Alasl" Said she, **I knew nooght of this. I lay at 
Death's door." She then invited him to fbllow her, and took 
him into the garden and showed him the spot where the 
parchments were buried. ** Martin was for taking them up, 
but I woald not let him. He put them there : and I said none 
Bkould move them but you, who had eamed them so well of 
him and me." 

''Give me a spadel*' cried Jorian, eagerly. "Bat stay! 
No; he is a suspicious man. You are sure they are there 

BtiU?" 

'^I wiU openly take the blame if human band hath touched 
them." 

"Then keep them but two hours more, I prithee, good 
Margaret," said Jorian, and ran off to tiie Stadthouse of 
Tergou a joyful man. 

The burgomaster jogged along towards Sevenbergen, 
with Jorian striding beside him, giving him assurance that in 
an hour*0 time the missing parchments would be in his band. 

"Ah, master ! " said he, " lucky for us it wasn't a thief that 
took them." 

"Nota thief? not a thief? what call you him, then?" 

" Well, saving your presence, I call him a j ackdaw. This 
is jackdaw*s work , if ever there was ; "take the thing you are 
least in need of, and hide it" — that's a jackdaw. I should 
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know,*' added Jonan, oracularly, '<for I was bronglit np 
along with a chough. He and I were boni the same jeiJ, 
bat he cut bis teeth long before me, and, wow! bat mjlife 
was a bürden for jears all along of bim. If you had but i 
hole in your hose no bigger than a groat, in went bis beak 
likeag^mlet; and, forstealing, Gerard all over. Wbathe 
wanted least, and any poor Christian in the bouae wanted 
most, that went first. Mother was a notable woman, so, if 
she did bat look roand , away fle w her thimble. Father liyed 
by cordwaining, so aboat sanrise Jack went diligentlj of 
with bis awl , bis wax, and bis twine. After that, make joor 
bread how yoa coald 1 One day I heard my motiier teil him 
to bis face he was enoagh to corrapt hidf a dozen other 
children ; and he only codked bis eye at her, and next minute 
away with the norseling^s shoe off bis very foot. Now this 
Q^rard is tarred with Ibe same stick. The parchments sie 
no more ase to bim than a thimble or an awl to Jack. He 
took *em oat of pore mischief and hid them, and you would 
never have found them bat for me." 

"Ibelieve yoa are right," said Ghysbrecht, '< and 1 have 
vexed myself more than need." 

When they came to Peter*s gate he feit aneasy. 

<*I wish it had been anywhere but here." 

Jorian reassured him. 

'^The girl is honest and friendly," said he. **She had 
nothing to dowith taking them, I'll be swom:'* and be led 
him into the garden. *^ There , master , if a face is to be be- 
lieved, here Üiey lie ; and, see, the mould is loose." 

He ran for a spade which was stuck up in the ground at 
some distance , and soon went to work and uncovered a parch- 
ment. Ghysbrecht saw it, and thrust him aside and went 
down on bis knees and tore it out of the hole. His bands 
trembled and his face shone. He tibrew out parchment after 
parchment, and Jorian dusted them and cleaned them and 
shook them. Now, when Ghysbrecht had thrown out a great 
many , his face began to darken and lengthen, and, when ho 
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came to the last, he put bis hands to bis temples and seemed 
to be all amazed. 

"Wbat mystery lies here?" be gasped. "Are fiends 
tnocking me ? Dig deeper 1 Tbere must be another." 

Jorian drove the spade in and tbrew out quantities of bard 
mould. In vain. And even wbile be dug, bis master's mood 
liad cbanged. 

"TreasonI treacberyl" becried. "Youknewof tbis." 

"Knew wbat, master, in Heaven^s name?" 

'^ Caitiff , 70U knew tbere was anotber one wortb all tbese 
twicetold." 

*' *Ti8 false ,** cried Jorian , made suspicious by tbe otber^s 
•suspicion. *'*Tis a trick to rob me of my bundred crowns 
Ob! I knowyou, burgomaster." And Jorian was ready to 
wbimper. 

A mellow voice feil on tbem botb like oil upon tbe waves. 
^^ No , good man , it is not false , nor yet is it quite true : tbere 
was anotber parcbment." 

" Tbere , tbere , tbere ! Wbere is it ? " 

"But," continued Margaret calmly, "it was not a town 
record (so you bave gained your bundred crowns, good man) : 
it was but a private deed between tbe burgomaster bere and 
my grandfatber Flor " 

"Husb,busbl" 

"—is Brandt." 

"Wbere is it, girl? tbat is all wo want to know." 

"Have patience, andlsball teil you. Gerard read tbe 
title of it, and be said, "Tbis is as mucb yours as tbe burgo- 
master's," and be put it apart, to read it witb me at bis 
leisure." 

"It is in tbe bouse, tben?" said tbe burgomaster, recover- 
ing bis calmness. 

" No, sir," said Margaret, gravely, " it is not." Tben , in a 
voice tbat faltered suddenly, " You bunted —my poor Gerard 
— so bard — and so close — tbat you gave bim — no time — 
to tbink of augbt — but bis life — and bis grief . — Tbe parcb- 
ment was in bis bosom, and be batb ta*en it witb bim." 
The Cl9i$ter and the Hearth, /. ^'^ 
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" Whither, whither?" 

« Ask me no more, sir. What right is yoxm to qaestion 
me thuB ? It was f or your sake , good man , I put force npon 
my heart , and came out here , and bore to speak at all to this 
hard old man. For, when I think of the misery he has bronght 
on htm and me , the sight of him is more than I can bear : *' and 
ehe gave an inyolontary shudder, and went slowly in, with her 
band to her head, crying bitterlj. 

Remorse for the past, and dread of the fdtare — the slow, 
but, as he now feit, the inevitable fatore — avarice, and fear, 
all tugged in one short moment at Ghysbrecht's tongh heart 
He hung bis head, and bis arms feil Hstless by his sides. A 
coarse chuckle made him start round, and there stood liartin 
Wittenhaagen leaning on his bow, and sneering firom ear to 
ear. At sight of the man and his grinning face, Gh7sbrecht*s 
worst passions awoke. 

'< Ho ! attach him , seize him , traitor and thief ! " cried he. 
"Dog, thou shalt pay for all." 

Martin, without a word, calmly trust the duke*s pardon 
under Ghysbrecht's nose. He iooked , and had not a word to 
say. Martin followed up his advantage. 

"The duke and I are soldiers. He won't let you greasy 
burghers trample on an old comrade. He bade me carry you 
a message too." 

"The duke send a message to me?** 

"Ay! I told him of your masterful dolngs, of your im- 
prisoning Gerard for loving a girl; and says he, ' Teil him this 
is to be a king, not a burgomaster. 1*11 have no kings in Hol- 
land but one. B^d him be more humble, or 1*11 hang him at 
his own door *** (Ghysbrecht trembled. He thought the duke 
capable of the deed) "^as I hanged the burgomaster of 
Thingembob.* The duke could not mind which of you he 
had hung, or in what part; such trifles stick not in a 8oldier*s 
memory , but he was sure he had hanged one of you for grind- 
ing poor folk, * and Fm the man to hang another ,* quoth the 
good duke.** 

These rcpeated insults from so mean a man, coupled wlth 
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hkinvalnerability', shielded as he was by tlie duke, dtoye the 
choleric old man into a fit of impotent ^ly: he shook his fist 
at the Boldier , and tried to threaten him , bat could not speak 
for the rage and mortification tbat choked him : then he gare 
a sort of Bcreech, and coiled himself up in eye and form like a . 
rattle-snake about to strike; and spat furiousiy upon Martinas 
doublet. 

The thiek-skinned soldier treated this ebullition with 
genuine contempt. " Here's a venomous old toad ! he knows 
a kick from this foot would send him to his last home ; and he 
wants me to cheat the gallows. But I have slain too many 
men in fair fight to lifb limb against anything less than a man : 
and this 1 count no man; what is it, in Heayen*s name? an old 
goat*s-skin bag füll o* rotten bones." 

" My mule I my mule ! *' screamed Ghysbrecht. 

Jorian helped the old man up trembling in eveiy Joint. 
Once in the saddle, he seemed to gather in a moolent un- 
natural vigour ; and the figure that went flying to Tetgou was 
truly weirdlike and terrible: so old and wizened the face; so 
white and reyerend the Streaming hair ; so balef&l the eye ; so 
fierce the fary which shook the beut &ame that w^rtft spurring 
like mad; while the quayering yoice yelled, "I'll make thcir 
hearts ache. — TU make their hearts ache. — 111 make their 
heartsache. AUofthem. Alll — aU! — aU!" 

The black sheep sat disconsolate amidst Hne conyiyial 
crew, and eyed Hans Memling's wallet. For more ease he 
had taken it off, and flung it on the table. How readily they 
could haye slipp^d out that letter and put in another. For the 
first time in their liyes they were sorry they had not leamed 
to write, like their brother. 

And now Hans began to talk of going, and the brothers 
agreed in a whisper to abandon their project for the time. 
They had scarcely resolved this, when Dierich Brower stood 
suddenly in the doorway, and gaye them a wink. 

They went out to him. "Come to the burgomaster with 
all speed," said he, 

22* 
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ThejfonndGhjBbreclit seated at a table, pale and agi- 
tated. fiefore him laj Margaret Van Ejck'ß handwritmg. 
**I have written what you desired," said he. "Now foril^ 
«uperscriptioii. What were the words ? did ye aee ? " 

" We cannot read," said Cornelia. 

''Thenis all this labour lost," cried Ghysbrecht angrily. 
"Dolts!" 

"Nay, but," said Sybrandt, "I heard the words read, and 
I have not lost them They were, *To G^rard Eliaseoen, 
these by the band of the trosty Hans Memling with all 
speed.*" 

"'Tis well. Now, how was the letter folded? howbig 
wasit?" 

"Longer than that one, and not so long as this." 

"Tis well. Whereishe?" 

"Atthehostelry." 

" Come , then , take you this groat , and treat him. Then 
ask to see Ihe letter, and put this in place of it Come to me 
with the other letter.** 

The brothers assented, took the letter, and went to the 
hostelry. 

They had not been gone a minute, when Dierich Brower 
issued from the Stadthouse , and followed them. He had bis 
Orders not to let them out of bis sight tili the true letter was in 
bis master*s hands. He watched outside the hostelry. 

He had not long to wait They came out ahnest imme- 
diately, with downcast looks. Dierich made up to them. 

"Too late!" they cried; "too late! He ii gone." 

"Gone? How long?" 

" Scarce fiVe minutes. Cursed chance I " 

"You must go back to the burgomaster at once," said 
Dierich Brower. 

"Towhatend?" 

"Nu matter; come:" and he hurried them to the Stadt- 
house. 

Ghysbrecht Van Swieten was not the man to accept a de- 
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feat. '* Well /' said he , on heaiing the ill news , '' suppose he 
is gone. Is he moonted ? " 

"No." 

* * Then what hindere y ou to come up with him ? ** 

"But what avaÜB Coming up with him? there are no hostel- 
ries on the road he is gone." 

"Fools!" said Ghysbrecht, "is there no way of emptying 
a man*s pockets bat liquor and sleight of hand?** 

A meaning look, that passed between Ghysbrecht and 
Dierich, aided the brothers* comprehension. Theychanged 
colonr, and lost all zeal for the bosiness. 

"NoI no! we don't hate our brother. We won'tgetour- 
selyes hanged to spite him /* said Sybrandt; "that would be a 
foorstrick." 

"Hanged?" cried Ghysbrecht. "Am I not the burgo^ 
master? How can ye be hanged ? I see how *tis : y e fear to 
tackle one man , being two : hearts of hare , that ye are ! ! 
why cannot I be yoong again ? Td do it single-handed." 

The old man now tibrew off all disgoise , and sho wed them 
bis heart was in this deed. He then flattered and besooght, 
and jeered them altemately, but he found no eloquence could 
moye them to an action, however dishonourable, which was 
attended with danger. At last he opened a drawer, and 
showed them a pile of silrer coins. 

" Change but those letters for me ," he said , "and each of 
you shall thmst one band into this drawer , and take away as 
many of them as you can hold." 

The effect was magical. Their eyes glittered with desire. 
Their whole bodies seemed to swell, and rise into male 
energy. 

" Swear it, then," said Sybrandt. 

"Iswearit." 

"No; on the crueifix." 

Ghysbrecht swore upon the crueifix. 

The next minute the brothers were on the road, in pursuit 
of Hans Memling. They came in sight of him about two 
leagues fromTergou: but though they ^ew hehad no weapon 
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bat his Btaff , thej were too prudent to Tentore on him in day- 
light; 80 thej feil back. 

But being now three leagues and more from the town , and v 
on a grassy road, — son down, moon not yet up, — hxmest 
Hans suddenlj found himself attacked before and behindat 
once by men with uplifted knives, who cried in loud thongfa 
Bomewhat shaky voicea, ** Stand and deliver !" 

The attack was so sudden , and so well planned, that Hans 
was dismayed. " Slay me not, good fellows,** he cried : " I am 
but a poor man, and ye shall haye my alL" 

" So be it then. Live ! But empty thy wallet." 

^^There is nought in my wallet, good fiiends, bat one 
letter." 

**That we shall see," said Sybrandt, who was the one in 
front. Well :itwa letter." 

'^Take it not from me, I pray you. *Tis wortii noo^t, 
and the good dame would fret that writ it 

** There ," said Sybrandt, '* take back thy letter : and now 
empty thy pouch. Come I tarry not l " 

But by this time Hans had recoyered his confusion: and, 
from a certain flutter in Sybrandt, and hard breathing of Cor- 
nelis, aided by an indescribable consciousness, feit eure the 
pair he had to deal with were no heroes. He pretended to 
fumble for his money : then suddenly thrust his staff fiercely 
into Sybrandt*s face, and drove him staggering, and l^it Cor- 
nelis a back-handed slash on the ear tiiat sent him twirling 
like a weather-cock in March : then whirled his weapon over 
bis head and danced about the road like a figure on Springs, 
shouting " Come on, ye thieving loons I Come on I " 

It was a piain invitation: yet they misunderstood it so 
utterly as to take to their heels, with Hans afterthem, he 
shouting '*Stop thieyesr' and they howling with fear and 
pain as they ran. 
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CHAPTEB XLII. 

DsNTs, placed in the middle of bis companions, lest he 
should be so mad as attempt escape, was carried off in an 
agony of grief and remorse. For his sake Gerard had aban- 
doned the German route to Borne; and what was his re- 
ward? left all alone in the centre of Bnrgondj. This was 
the thought which maddened Denys most, and made him 
now raye at heaven and earth, now fall into a gloomy silence 
80 sayage and sinister that it was deemed prudentto disann 
him. They caught np iheir leader just outside to town, 
and the whole cavalcade drew up and baited at the '*T6te 
d'Or." 

The yonng landlady, ihough mach oecapied with the 
count, and still more with the Bastard, caught sight of 
Denys , and asked him somewhat anziously what had become 
of his young companion? 

Denys, with abnrstof grief, toldherall, andprayedher 
to send affcer Gerard. ^*Now he is parted from me, he will 
maybe listen to my rede," said he ; "poor wretch he loves not 
solitude." 

The landlady gaye a toss of her head. <<I trow I haye 
been somewhat oyer-kind ahready," said ehe, and tomed 
rather red. 

"YouwiUnot?" 

"Not L" 

"Then,'* — and he ponred a yolley of cnrses and abuse 
upon her. 

She tomed her back upon him, andwentoffwhimperiug, 
and saying she was not used to be cursed at; and ordered her 
bind to saddle two mules. 

Denys went north with his troop, mute and drooping oyer 
his saddle, and, quite unknown to him, that yeracious young 
lady made an equestrian toilet in only forty minutes, she 
being really in a hurry, and spurred away with her seryant in 
the opposite direction. 



/ 
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At dark, after a long march, the Bastard and bis men 
reached "the White Hart;" their arrival caused a prodigions 
bastle, and it was some time before Manon discoTered her old 
fHend among so many. When she did, she showed it onlj hy 
heightened colour. She did not claim the acquamtance. The 
poor soul was already beginning to scom 

" ThQ bMe degreet by which the did Mcend."* 

Denjs saw, bat coold not smile. The inn reminded hhn 
too mach of Gerard. 

£re the night dosed the wind changed. She looked into 
the room and beckoned him with her finger. He rose sulküj, 
and his gaards with him. 

" Nay, I woold speak a word to thee in priyate." She drew 
him to a comer of the room, and there asked him ander her 
breath, woald he do her a kindness. 

He answered oat load, "No, he woald not, he was not 
in the vein to do kindnesses to man or woman. I£ he did 
a kindness it shotüd be to a dog: and not that if he conld 
help it." 

" Alas, good archer, 1 did 70a one eftsoons, 70a and yowt 
pretty comrade," said Manon, hambl7. 

" Yoa did, dame, 70a did ; well then, for his sake — what 
is'ttodo?" 

" Thoa knowest m7 story. I had been anfortonate. Now 
I am worshipfdl. Bat a woman did cast him in m7 teeth this 
da7. And so *twill be ever while he hangs there. I woald 
have him ta*en down ; well-a-da7 ! *' 

"With all m7heart" 

"And nonedarelask bat thee. WUtdo't?'* 

"Notl, eyenwerelnotaprisoner." 

On this stem refasal the tender Manon sighed, and 
clasped her palms together de8pondentl7. Den7S told her 
she need not fret There were soldiers of a Jower stamp, 
who woald not make two bites of such a cheny. It was 
a mere matter of mone7; if she could find two angels, he 
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wotild find two soldiers to do the dirty work of the ''White 
Hart" 

This was not yeiy palatable. However, reflecting that 
soldieiB were birds of passage, drinking here to-nlght, 
knocked on the head there to-morrow, she said, soMy, 
''Send them out to me. Bat prithee, teil them that 'tis for 
one that is my Mend ; let them not think *ti8 for me. I should 
sink into th' earth; tunes are changed." 

Denys f ound warriors glad to win an angel apiece so easily. 
He send them out, and instantly dismissing the subject with 
contempt, sat brooding on his lost Mend. 

Manon and the warriors soon came to a general under- 
Standing. But what were they to do with the body when 
taken down? She murmnred, " The riyer is nigh the — the 
— place." 

"Flinghimin, eh?" 

"Nay, nay; be not so cniel! Could ye not put him — 
gently — in — with somewhat weighty ? " 

She must have been thinking on tiie subject in detail; for 
she was not one to whom ideas came quickly. 

All was speedily agreed, except the time of payment. 
The mail-clad itched for it, and sought it in adyance. 
Manon demurred to that. 

What, did she doubt their word? then let her come aloug 
with them, or watch them at a distance. 

"Me?" Said Manon, with horror. "I would liever die 
than see it done." 

" Which yet you would have done." 

"Ay, for sore is my need. Times are changed." Shehad 
already forgotten her precept to Denys. 

An hour later the disagreeable relic of Caterpillar exist- 
ence ceased to canker the worshipfiil matron's public life, 
and the grim eyes of the past to cast malignant glances down 
into a white hind's doyer field. 

Total. She made the landlord an average wife, and a 
prime house-dog, and outlived eyerybody. 
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Her troops, when they retumed from executing widi 
medieval naivet^ the precept **Off wi* tke aold iove," re- 
ceiyed a shock. They found the market-place blaok inäi 
groups; it had been empty an hoor ago. Conscience smote 
them. Thiscameof meddlingwiththedead. However, the 
bolder of the two, enconraged bj the darkness, ertole fu- 
ward alone, and slyly mingled with a group: he eoon te- 
tamed to bis companion, sajing, in a tone of repzoach not 
Brictly reasonable, 

" Ye bom fool, it is only a mirade." 



CHAPTEB XLIII. 

Lettbbs of fire on the church wall had just inquired, with 
an appearance of genuine coriosity , why there was iK> mass 
for Üie duke in thu time of trouble. The supematur&l ex- 
postulation had been seen by many, and had gradually faded, 
leaving the spectators glued there gaping. The npsbot was, 
that the Corporation, not choosing to be behind Ibe angelic 
powers in loyalty to a temporal sovereign, inyested freelyin 
masses. By this an old friend of ours, the cur^, profited in 
hardcash; for which he had a yery pretty taste. But for this 
I would not of course have detained you oyer so trite an oc- 
currence as a miracle. 

Denys begged for bis arms, ''Why disgrace himaswell 
as break bis heart?" 

" Then swear on the cross of thy sword not to leave the 
Bastardes Service until the sedition shall be put down." He 
yielded to necessity, and delivered three yolleys of oaths, and 
recoyered bis arms and liberty. 

The troops halted at ''The Three Fish," and Marion at 
sight of him cried out, "I'm out of luck; who would have 
thought to see you again?" then seeing he was sad, and 
rather hurt than amused at this blunt jest, she aaked him 
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what was amiss? He told her. She took a bright view of 
tbe case. Gerard was too handsome and wellbehayed to 
come to härm. The women too would always bo on his side. 
Moreover, it was clear that things must either go well or ill 
with hun. In the former case he would strike in with some 
good Company going to Eome \ in the latter, he would returc 
home, perhaps be there before his friend; ^'for you haye a 
trilLe of fighting to do in Flanders by all accounts." She then 
brought him his gold pieces, and steadily refused to accept 
one, though he urged her again and again. Denys was some- 
what convinced by her argument, because she concurred with 
his own wishes, and was also cheered a little byfindingher 
so honest It made him think a little better of that world in 
which his poor little friend was Walking alone. 

Foot-soldiers in smaÜ bodies down to twos and threes were 
already <hi the road, making lazüy towards Flanders, many 
of tiiem penniless, but passed from town to town by the 
bailiffs, with Orders for food and lodging on the innkeepers. 

Anthony of Burgundy overtook numbers of ihese, and 
gathered them under his Standard, so that he entered Flan- 
ders at the head of six hundred men. On crossing the fontier 
he was met by his brother Baldwyn, with men, arms, und pro- 
visions; he organised his whole force and marched on in 
battle array through several towns, not only without im- 
pediment, but with great acclamations. This loyalty called 
forth comments not altogether gracious. 

'* This rebellion of ours is a bite," growled a soldler called 
Simon, who had elected himself Denys*s comrade. 

Denys said nothing, but made a little yow* to St. Mars to 
shoot this Anthony of Burgundy dead, should the rebellion, 
that had cost him G-erard, prove no rebellion. 

That aftemoon they came in sight of a strongly fortified 
town; and a whisper went through the little army that this 
was a disaffected place. 

But, when they came in sight, the great gate stood open, 
and the towers that flanked it on each side were manned with 
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a Single sentiuel apiece. So the advancing force somewiud 
broke their array and marched carelessly. 

When they were within a fiirlong, the drawbridge acroM 
the moat rose slowly and creaking tili it stood vertical agamst 
the fort, and, the yery moment it settled into thls warlike 
attitude, down rattled the portcollis at the gate, and the 
towers and courtains bristled with lances and cross-bowg. 

Astern hum ran throogh the Bastardes front rank and 
spread to the rear. 

"Halt!" eried he. The word went down the line, and 
they halted. "Herald to the gate!** A pursuivant sporred 
out of the ranks, and, halting twenty yards firom the gate, 
raised his bügle with his herald's flag hanging down round it, 
and blew a summons. A tall figore in brazen armonr ap- 
peared oyer the gate. A few fieiy words passed between hun 
and the herald, which were not audible, bat their import 
clear, for the herald blew a Single keen and threatening note 
at the Walls, and came galloping back with war in his face. 
The Bastard moyed out of the line to meet him, and their 
heads had not been together two seconds ere he tumed in his 
saddle and shouted, "Pioneers, to the ran!" and in a moment 
hedges were leyelled, and the force took the field and en- 
camped just out of shot from the walls; and away y^ent 
mounted officers flying south, east, andwest, to the friendly 
towns, for catapults, paÜsades, mantelets, raw hides, tar 
barreis, carpenters, proyisions, and all the materials for a 
siege. 

The bright perspectiye mightily cheered one drooping 
soldier. At the flrst clang of the portcullis his ejes brightened 
and his temple floshed; and when the herald came back with 
battle in his eye he saw it in a moment, and for the first time 
this many days cried, "Courage, tout le monde, le diable 
estmort" 

If that great warrior heard, how he must haye grinned ! 

The besiegers encamped a farlong from the walls, and 
made roads ; kept their pikemen in camp ready fox an assault 
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when practicable; and sent forward their sappers, pioneers, 
catapultiers, and cross-bowmen. These opened a siege by 
fiiling the moat, and mining, or breaching the wall, etc. And, 
as mach of their work had to be done under dose fire of 
arrows, quarreis, bolts, stones, and littlerocks, the above 
artists ^^had need of a hundred ejes,** and acted in conccrt 
with a yigilance, and an amount of individual intelligence, 
daring and skill, that made a siege very interesting, and even 
amusing; to lookers on. 

The first thing thej did was to advance their carpenters 
bebind rolling mantelets, to erect a stockade high and strong 
on the yery edge of the moat. Some lives were lost at this, 
bat not many; for a strong force of cross-bowmen, including 
Denys, rolled their mantelets up and shot oyer the workmen's 
heads at everj besieged who showed his nose, and at eyery 
loophole, airow-slit, or other aperture, whidi commanded 
the particalar spot the carpenters happened to be upom 
Coyered by their Condensed fire, these soon raised a high 
palisade between them and the ordinaiy missiles from Üie 
pierced masonry. 

Bat the besieged expected this, and ran out at night their 
hoards, or wooden penthouses on the top of the curtains. The 
curtains were built with square holes near the top to receive 
the beams, that supported these structures, the trae defence 
of mediffiyal forts, from which the besieged deliyered their 
missiles with far more freedom and yariety of ränge than they 
could shoot through the oblique bat immoyable loopholes of 
the curtain, or eyen through the sloping crenelets of the 
higher towers. On this the besiegers brought up mangonels, 
and set then^ hurling huge stones at these wood works and 
battenng them to pieces. Contemporaneously they built a 
triangulär wooden tower as high as the curtain, and kept it 
ready for use, and just out of shot. 

This was a terrible sight to the besieged. These wooden 
towers had taken many a town. They began to mine under- 
neath that part of the moat the tower stood firowning at; and 
made other preparations to giye it a warm reception. Th^ 
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besiegen also mined, but at another part, their object beiug 
to get under the square barbiean and throw it down. All this 
timeDenTB was behind bis mantelet with another arbalestrier, 
protecting the workmen and maklng some ezcellent shots. 
These ended hy eaming Mm the esteem of an imseen archer, 
who eveiy now and then sent a winged eompliment qnivering 
into bis mantelet. One came and stuck within an inch of the 
narrow slit through which Denys was sqointing at the 
moment. "Feste," eried he, "you shoot well, my £riend. 
Come forth and receive my congratolations ! Shidl merit such 
asthme hide its head? Comi^e, it is one of those cnrsed 
Englishmen, with hls half-ell shaft. 1*11 not die tili I've faad a 
shot at London waU ." 

On the besieged side was a figore tbat soon attracted 
great notice by ptomenading under fire. It was a tall kndgfat, 
clad in complete brass, and carrying a light but prodigvMuly 
long lance with which he directed the movementsof thB be- 
sieged. And, when any disaster befell the beslegers, this 
long knight and bis tall lance were pretty sure tobeconeemed 
in it. 

My young reader will say, "Why did not Denys shoot 
bim?" 

Denys did shoot bim; evety day of bis life: other arba- 
lestriers shot bim; archers shot hkn. Eveiybody shot him. 
He was there to be shot, apparently. But the abomifiation 
was, he did not mind being shot Nay, worse, he got at last 
so demoralized as not to seem to know whea he was shot. He 
walked bis battlements imder fire, as some stoat skipper 
paces bis deck Ina suit of Flushing, calmly oblivious of the 
April drops that fall on bis wooUen armomr. At last the be- 
siegers got spiteful, and would not waste any more good 
Steel on him; but cursed him and bis impenriouB coat of 
mail. 

Hts took these missiles like the rest 

Gunpowder has spoiled war. War was always detrimentai 
to the solid interests of mankind. But in old times it was 
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goodforsomething: itpainted well, sang divinely, furnished 
Iliads. Bat invisible butcheiy, under a pall of smoke a forlong 
thick, who is any the better for that? Poet with bis note- 
book maj lepeat, ^'Saare etiam belli certamina magna 
tueri;'' bot tbe sentiment is hollow and sayours of cuckoo. 
Yoa can't taeri anything but a horrid row. He didn*t say 
^^Suave etiam ingentem caliginem tueri per campos in- 
straetam/*' 

They managed better in tbe middle ages. 
This siege was a smali affair: but, such as it was, a 
writer or minstrel could see it; and tum an honest penny 
by singmg-it; so far them the Sport was reasonable, and 
serred an end. 

It was a bright day, clear, bat not quite frosty. The 
efforts of the besieging force were eoneentrated against a 
spaoe of aboot two hundred and mty yards, containing two 
curtains, and two towers, one of which was the square bar- 
bican, the other had a pointed roof that was built to overlap, 
resting on a stone maehicolade, and by this means a row of 
dangerous crenelets between the roof and the masonry 
grixmed down i^t the nearer assailants, and looked not very ' 
unlike the grinders of 'a modern frigate with eaeh port nearly 
dosed. The curtains were oyerlapped with pent-houses 
somewhat shattered by the mangonels, tr^uchets, and other 
slinging engines of the besiegers. On the besiegers* edge of 
the moat was what seemed at first sight a gigantic arsenal, 
longer than it was broad, peopled by human ants, and fiill of 
busy, honest industry, and displaying all the various mechan- 
ical seience of the age in fall Operation. Here the lever at 
werk) there the winch and pulley, here the balance, there the 
capstan. Everywhere heaps of stones, and piles of fascines, 
mantelets, and rows of fire-barrels. Maatelets rolling, the 
hammer tapping all day, horses and carts in endless succes- 
sion rattling up with materials. Only, on looking closer into 
the hiTe of industry, you might observe that arrows were con- 
stantly flying to and fro, that the cranes did not tenderly 
deposit their masses of stone, but flung them with an indif- 
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ference to property, thongh on scientific principles, and tiiat 
among the tubs fall of arrows, and the tar-barrelB and the 
beams, the fagots, and other Utensils, here and there a w(«k- 
man or a soldier lay flatter than is usoal in limited naps, and 
Bomething more or less feathered stuck in them, and blood, 
and other essentials, oozed out. 

At the edgeof the moatopposite thewooden towor, astrong 
penthouse which they cailed "acat" might be seen stealing 
towards the curtain, and gradually filling up the moat wi^ 
fascines and rubbish, which the workmen flong out at iti 
mouth. It was advanced by two sets of ropes passing round 
pulleys, and each worked by a windlass at some distance firom 
the cat. The knight bumt the first cat by flinging blazi&g 
tar-barrels on it. So the besiegers made the roof of this one 
yeiysteep, andcovereditwithrawhideS| and the tar-bairels 
coiüd not härm it Then the knight made signs with bis spesr, 
and a little tr^buchet behind the walls began dropping stones 
just clear of the wall into the moat, and at lastüiey^^l^ 
ränge , and a stone went clean through the roof of the cat, and 
made an ugly hole. 

Baldwyn of Burgundy saw this, and losing his temp», 
ordered the great catapult that was battering the wood-w<»k 
of the curtain opposite it to be tumed and levelled slantwise 
at this inrulnerable knight. Denys and his Englishman went 
to dinner. These two worthies being etemally on the watch 
for one another had made a sort of dlstant acquaintance , and 
conversed by signs , especially on a topic that in peace or war 
maintains the same importance. Sometimes Denys would put 
a piece of bread on the top of his mantelet, and then the archer 
would hang something of the kind out by a string; or the 
Order of invitation would be reversed. Any way they always 
manag ed to dine together. 

And now the engineers proceeded to the unusual step of 
slinging fifty-pound stones at an individual. 

This catapult was a scientific, simple, and beautifdl 
engine , and yery effective in yertical fire at the short ranges 
-ofÄe period. 
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Imagine a fir-tree cut down, and set to tum round a 
horizontal axis on lofty uprights, but not in equilibrio; three- 
fourths of the tree being on the hitlier side. Af the sliorter 
and thicker end of the tree was fastened aweight of half a ton* 
This butt end just before the discharge pointed towards the 
enemy. By means of a powerful winch the long tapering 
portion of the tree was forced down to the very ground ; and 
fastened by a holt ; and the stone placed in a sling attached to 
the tree's nose. But this process of course raised the butt end 
with its huge weight high in the air, andkeptitthere struggling 
in vain to come down. The holt was now drawn ; Gravity, an 
Institution which flourished even then , resumed its sway, the 
Short end swungfuriously down, the long endwent as furiously 
round up , and at its highest elevation flung the huge stone out 
of the sling with a tremendous jerk. In this case the huge 
mass so flung missed the knight, but came down near him on 
the penthouse, and went tl^ough it like paper, making an 
aw^ gap in roof and floor. Through the latter feil out two 
iuanimate objeets, the stone itself and the mangled body of a 
besieger it had Struck. They feil down the high curtain side, 
down, down, and strack almost together the sullen waters of 
the moat, which closed bubbling on them, and kept both the 
stone and the bone two hundred years, tili cannon mocked 
those oft perturbed waters , and civillzation dried them. 

"Aha! agoodshot," criedBaldwynofBurgundy. 

The tall kuight retired. The besiegers hooted him. 

He reappeared on the platform of the barbican, his helmet 
being just visible above Öie parapet. He seemed very busy, 
and soon an enormous Turkisb catapult made its appearance 
on the platform, and aided by the elevation at which itwas 
planted, flung a twenty-pound stone two hundred and forty 
yards in the air; it bounded after that, and knocked some dirt 
into the Lord Anthony*s eye , and made him swear. The next 
stone Struck a horse that was bringing up a sheaf of arrows in 
a cart , bowled the horse over dead like a rabbit , and spilt the 
cart. It was then turned at the besiegers' wooden tower , sup* 
posed to be out of shot. Sir Turk slung stones cut with sharp 
The aoiater and the Hearih, I. 23 
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edges on purpose, and Btruck it repeatedly, and broke it in 
several placee. The besiegers tumed two of their alinging 
engiues on this monBter, and kept constantly Blinging smaller 
stones on to the platform of the barbican, and kUled twoof 
the engineers. Bat the Turk disdained to retort. He flcng a 
forty-pound stone on to the besiegers' great catapult, and 
hitting it in the neighbourhood of the axis, knocked the 
whole struetore to pieces and sent the engineers skipping and 
yelling. 

In the aftemoon, as Simon was running back to bis 
mantelet from a palisade where he had been shooting althe 
besieged, Denys, peeping through his slit, saw the poor 
fellow suddenly stare and hold out his arms, then roll on his 
face, and a feathered arrow protruded from his back. The 
archer showed himself a moment to enjoy his skill. It was the 
Englishman. Denys, abready prepared, shot his bolt and 
the murderous archer staggered away woimded. But poor 
Simon never moved. His wars were over. 

" I am unlucky in my comrades ," said Deny«. 

The next moming an unwelcome sight greeted the be- 
sieged. The cat was covered with mattresses and raw hides, 
and fast Alling up the moat. The knight stoned it,bat in vain; 
flung buming tar-barrels on it, bat in vain. Then with bis 
own hands he let down by a rope a bag of baming solphnr and 
pitch, and stunk them out Bat Baldwyn, armed like a 
lobster, ran, and bounding on the roof, cat the string, and 
the work went on. Then the knight sent fresh engineers into 
the mine, and imdermined the place and underpinned it 
with beams, and covered the beams thickly with grease 
andtar. 

At break of day the moat was filled , aüd the wooden to wer 
began to move on its wheels towards a part of the cortain on 
which two catapolts were already playing to breacb the 
hoards , and clear the way. There was something awfal and 
magical in its approach without visible agency, for it was 
driven by internal rollers worked by leverage. On the top 
was a platform , where stood the ÜXßt {^sailing parly protected 
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in front by the drawbridge of the turret, which stood vertical 
tilllowered on to the wsdl; bat better protected by füll suits 
of annouT. The beaieged slung at the tower, and strack it 
often , bat in vain. It was well def ended with mattresses and 
hides , and presently was at the edge of the moat. The knight 
bade fire the mine andemeath it. 

Then the Tarkish engine flang a stone of half a handred- 
weight right amongst the knights and carried two away with 
it off the tower on to the piain. One lay and writhed: the 
other neither moved nor spake. 

And now the besieging catapults flong blazing tar-barrels, 
andfired the hoards on both sides, and Üie assaüants ran np 
the ladders behind the tower , and lowered the drawbridge on 
to the battered cartain, while the catapults in concert long 
tar-barrels and fired the adjoining works to dislodge the de- 
fenders. The armed men on the platform sprang on the 
bridge, led by Baldwyn. The inyalnerable knight and hiß 
men-at-arms met them, and a fearfal combat ensued, in which 
many a figore was seen to fall headlong down off the narrow 
bridge. Bat fresh besiegers kept swarming up behind the 
tower, and the besieged were driven off the bridge. 

Anotherminate, andthetownwastaken: bat so well had 
the firing of the mine been timed, that jast at this instant the 
underpinners gave way, and the tower saddenly sank away 
from the walls tearing the drawbridge clear and poaring the 
soldiers off it against the masonry and on to the dry moat. 
The besieged attered a fierce shoat and in a moment sar- 
rounded Baldwyn and hisfellows; bat stränge to say, offered 
them qaarter. While a party disarmed and disposed of these, 
others fired the tarret in ftFty places with a sort of band 
grenades. At this work who so bosy as the tall knight. He 
putfire-bags on his long spear, and thrust them into the 
doomed stractare late so terrible. To do this he was obliged 
to stand on a projecting beam of the shattered hoard, holding 
on by the band of a pikeman to steady himself. This provoked 
Denys , he ran out from bis mantelet, hoping to escape notice 
m the confusion^and IcTelling his cross-bow missed the knight 

23* 
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clean , bat sent bis bolt into tbe brain of tbe pikeman , and the 
tall knight feil heavily from the wall lance and all. Denys 
gazed wonder-struck : and, in that unlucky moment, suddeniy 
he feit bis arm bot, then cold, and tbere was an Englisb airow 
skewering it. 

TbiB episode was unnoticed in a mucb greater matter. 
The knight, bis armour glittering in tbe moming sun, feil 
beadlong, but, tuming as he neared the water, strack it witii 
a slap that soanded a mile o£P. 

None ever thought to see bim again. Bat be feil at tiie 
edge of the fascines on which the turret stood all cocked on 
one side , and bis spear stuck into them ander water, and by a 
mighty effort be got to the side, batcoald not get out. Antbonj 
sent a dozen knights with a white flag to take bim prisoner. 
He sabmitted like a lamb , bat said notbing. 

He was taken to Antbony's tent 

That worthy laaghed at first at tbe sigbt of bis maddy 
armour. Bat presenüy, frowning, said, ^^Imarvel, sir, tiiat 
so good a knight as you should know bis devoir so ill as tum 
rebel , and give as aU tbis troable." 

I am nun — nun — nun — nun — nun — no knight" 

"What,then?" 

"Abosier." 

"A what? Then thy armour sball be stripped off, and 
thou shalt be tied to a stake in front of the works, and riddled 
with arrows for a waming to traitors." 

"N — n — n — n — noi duda — duda — duda — duda — 
— don'tdothat." 

"Wbynot?" 

"Tuta — tuta — tuta — townsfolk will — h — h — b — 
hang t'other buba — buba — buba — buba — bastard." 

"Wbatjwbom?" 

" Your bub — bub — bub — brother Baldwyn." 

"What, have yon knaves ta'en bim?" 

The warlike hosier nodded. 

" Hang the fool I " said Anthony, peevisbly. 

The warlike bosier watcbed bis eye, and, doffing bis 
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helmet, took out of the lining an interoepted letter &om the 
duke, bidding the said Anthony come to court immediately, as 
he was to represent the conrt of Burgundy at the court of 
England: was to go over and receive the English king's sister 
and conduct her to her bridegroom the Earl of Charolois. 
The mission was one yery soothing to Anthony'spride, and 
also to his love of pleasure. For Edward the Fourth held the 
gayest and most luxurious court in Europe. The sly hosier 
saw he longed to be off, and said, "We'll gega — gega — 
gega — gega — give ye a thousand angels to raise the 
siege." 

"AndBaldwynV" 

"I'll gega — gega — gega — gega — go and send him 
withthemoney." 

It was now dinner-time ; and, a flag of truce being hoisted 
on both sides, the sham knight and the true onedined together 
and came to a friendly understanding. 

"But what is your grievance, my good friend?" 

" Tuta — tuta — tuta — tuta — too much taxes." 

Denys on finding the arrow in his right arm, tumed his 
back, which was protected by a long shield, and walked 
sulkily into camp. He was met by the Comte de Jamac, who 
had Seen his brilliant shot, and finding him wounded into the 
bargain, gave him a hand^l of broad pieces. 

"Hast got the better of thy grief, arbalestrier, methinks." 
"My grief, yes; but not my love. As soon as ever I have 
put down this rebellion, I go to Holland, and there I shall 
meet with him." 

This event was nearer than Denys thought. He was 
relieved from Service next day, and, though his wound was 
no trifle, set out with a stout heart to rejoin his friend in 
HoUand. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

A oHUfaB came over Margaret Brandt. She went aboat 
her household duties iike one in a dream. If Pet^r did bot 
Bpeak a litüe quickly to her, she started and fized two terrified 
eyes on him. She went lese often to her friend Margaret Van 
£yck, and was ill at her ease when there. Instead of meeting 
her warm old fnend's caresses, she used to receiye them 
passive and trembling, and sometimes ahnost shnnk firom 
them. But the most extraordinary thing was, she never woold 
go outside her own house in daylight. When she went to 
Tergou it was after dosk, and she retumed before daybreak. 
She would not even go to matins. At last Peter^ unobserrant 
as he was, noticed it, and asked her the reason. 

"Methinks the folk aU look at me." 

One day, Margaret Yan £yck asked her what was the 
matter. A scared look and a flood of tears were all the 
reply : the old lady expostulated gently. " What, sweetheart, 
a&aid to confide your sorrows to me?" 

'^I have no sorrows, madam, but of my own making. I 
am kinder treated than I desenre ; especially in this house." 

" Then why not con^e oftener, my dear ? " 

*•! come oftener than I deserve:" and she sighed deeply. 

"There, Beicht is bawling for you," said Margaret Yan 
Eyck ; " go, child ! — what on earth can it be? " 

Tuming possibilities over in her mind, she thought 
Margaret must be mortified at the contempt with whieh she 
was treated by Gerard*s family. " I will take them to task for 
it, at least such of them as are women;" and, the very nezt 
day, she put on her hood and cloak, and, followed by Reicht, 
went to the hosier*s house. Catherine received her with much 
respect, and thanked her with tears for her kindness to 
Gerard. But when , encouraged by this , her visitor diverged 
to Margaret Brandt, Catherine's eyes dried, and her ups 
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tumed to half the size, and she looked as only obstinate, 
Ignorant women can look. When they put on this cast of 
features, you might as well attempt to soften or convince a 
brick wall. Margaret Van Eyck tried, but all in vain. So 
tiien, not belng herseif used to be thwarted, she got provoked, 
and at last went out hastily with an abrupt and mutilated 
curtsy, which Catherine retumed with an air rather of de- 
fiance than obeisance. Outside the door Margaret Van Eyck 
found Reicht conversing with a pale girl on crutches. Margaret 
Van Eyck was pushing by them with heightened colour, and a 
Bcornfol toss intended for the whole family , when suddenly a 
little delicate band glided timidly into hers, and looking 
round she saw two dove-like eyes, with the watei in them, that 
sought hers gratefiilly, and, at the sametime, imploringly. 
The old lady read this wonderM look, complex as it was, and 
down went her choler. She stooped and kissed Kate*s brow. 
* * I see," Said she. '* Mind, then, I leave it to you." Betumed 
home, she said, — ^'I have been to a house to-day, where I 
have Seen a very common thing and a very imcommon thing : 
I have Seen a stupid, obstinate woman, and I have seen an 
angel in the flesh, with a face — if I had it here I'd take down 
my brushes once more, and try and paint it." 

Little Kate did not belie the good opinion so hastily 
formed of her. She waited a better opportunity, and told 
her mother what she had leamed from Reicht Heynes, that 
Margaret had shed her very blood for Gerard in the wood. 

" See, mother, how she loves him." 

" Who would not love him?" 

" Oh, mother, thmk of it ! Poor thing." 

"Ay, weneh. She has her own trouble , no doubt, as well 
as we ours. I can't abide the sight of blood, let füone my 
own." 

This was a point gained; but when Kate tried to follow it 
up she was stopped short. 

About a month after this a soldier of the Dalgetty tribe, 
retuming from Service in Burgundy, brought a letter one 
evening to the hosier's house. He was away on business : but 
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the rest of the family sat at supper. The soldier laid tiie letter 
ou the table by Catherine, and, refusing all gaerdon for bring- 
ing it, wßnt off to Sevenbergen. 

The letter was unfolded and spread out: and cnrioosly 
enough, though not one of them could read, they could all teU 
it was Gerard's handwriting. 

"And your father must be away ,'* cried Catherine. **Are 
ye not ashamed of yonrselves? not one that can read yonr 
brother's letter?" 

But although the words were to tiiem what hieroglyphics 
are to us, there was something in the letter they couid read. 
There is an art can speak without words: unfettered by tlie 
penman's limits, it can steal through the eye into the heart 
and brain, alike of the leamed and nnleamed: and it cau 
cross a frontier or a sea , yet lose nothing. It is at the mercy 
of no translator : for it writes an universal language. 

When, therefore, they saw this, 



which Gerard had drawn with his pencil between the two 
Short paragraphs, of which his letter consisted, they read it, 
and it went straight to their hearts. 

Gerard was bidding them farewell. 

As they gazed on that simple sketch, in every tum and line 
of which they recognized his manner, Gerard seemed present, 
and bidding them forewell. 

The women wept over it tili they could see it no longer. 

Giles Said , " Poor Gerard ! " in a lower voice than seemed 
to belong to him. 

Eyen Comelis and Sybrandt feit a momentary remorse, 
and sat silent and gloomy. 

But how to get the words read to them. They were loth to 
show their ignorance and their emotion to a stranger. 
" The dame Van Eyck? " said Kate, timidly. 
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'^ And 80 I will, Kate. She has a good heart. She loves 
G^ard, too. She will be glad to liear of him. I was sliort 
with her when she came here: but I will make mj Submission, 
and then she will teil me what my poor child says to me." 

She was soon at Margaret Yan Eyck^s house. Reicht took 
her into a room, and said, ^'Bide a minute; she is at her 
orisons." 

There was a young woman in the room seated pensivelj 
by the stove; but she rose and courteously made way for the 
yisitor. 

^* Thank you, young lady ; the winter nights are cold, and 
your stove is a treat/' Catherine then, while warming her 
hands, inspected her companion furtively £rom head to foot, 
both inclusive. The young person wore an ordinary wimple, 
but her gown was trimmed with für, which was, in those days, 
almost a sign of superior rank or wealth. But what most 
Struck Catherine was the candour and modesty of the face. 
She feit sure of sympathy from so good a countenance, and 
began to gossip. 

"Now, what think you bringsme here, young lady? It 
is a letter: a letter firom my poor boy that is far away in some 
savage part or other. And I take shame to say that none of 
US can read it. I wonder whether you can read ? " 

"Yes." 

"Can ye, now? It is much to your credit, my dear. I 
dare say she won't be long ; but every minute is an hour to a 
poor longing mother." 

"I wül read it to you." 

"Blessyou, mydear; bloss you!" 

In her unfeigned eagerness she never noticed the sup- 
pressed eagerness, with which the band was slowly put out 
to take the letter. She did not see the tremor with which the 
fingers closed on it. 

"Come, then, read it to me, prithee. I am wearying 
for it." 

" The first words are , * To my honoured pareuts.* " 
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"Ay! andhealwaysdidhonoiiras, poorsoul.** 

" 'God and the saints haTe you in bis holy keeping, and 
bless you by night and by day. Your one harsh deed is for- 
gotten ; your years of love remembered.* *' 

Catherine laid her band on her bosom, and sank back in 
her chair with one long sob. 

<^Then comes this, madam. It doth speak foritdelf; *a 
longfarewell.*" 

"Ay, go on: blessyouy girl; you give me eorry comf ort 
Still *tis comfort" 

"*To my brothers Oomelis and Sybrandt: — Be eontent; 
you will see me no more I ' " 

«Whatdoesthatmean? Ah." 

" *To my sister Kate. Little angel of my father's bouse, 
BekindtoÄÄT— ' Ah!" 

"That 10 Margaret Brandt, my dear, — biß sweetheart, 
poorsoul. rrenotbeenkindtoher, mydear. Forgiveme, 
öerard!" 

" * — for poor Q'erard's sake : since grief to her is deatb — 

to — me * Ah ! " And nature , resenting the pow ghVs 

stmggle for imnatural composure, suddenly gave way, and 
she sank from her chair and lay insensible, with the letter in 
her band, and her head on Catherine*s knees. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

ExPEBiBNCBD womcu arc not ^ghtened when a woman 
faints, nor do they hastily attributeit to anything butphy- 
sical causes, which they have often seen produce it Cathe- 
rine bustled about; laid the girl down with her head on the 
floor quite flat, opened the window, and unloosed her dress as 
she lay. Not tili she had done all this did she step to the door 
and say, rather loudly : 

" Come here , if you please." 

Margaret Van Eyck and Reicht came and fouud Margaret 
lying quite flat, and Catherine beating her hands. 
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"Oh, mypoorgirll Whathaveyoudonetoher?" 

"Me?" Said Catherine , angrily. 

" What has happened , then ? " 

"Kothing, madame; nothing more than is natural in her 
Situation." 

Margaret Van Eyck coloured with ire. 

" You do well to speak so coolly ," said she , " you that are 
the cause of her Situation." 

"That I am not," said Catherine, bluntly, "nor any 
woman bom." 

"What? was it not you and yourhusband that keptthem 
apart: and now he is gone to Italy all alone. Situation in- 
deed ? You have broken her heart amongst you." 

" Why , madam? Who is it then? in Heaven's name? to 
hear you one would think this was my Gerard's lass. But 
that can*t be. This für never cost less than five crowns the 
eil; besides, this young gentle woman is a wife; or ought 
tobe." 

" Of course she ought And who is the cause she is none ? 
Who eame between them at the rery altar?" 

"God forgive them, whoever it was," said Catherine, 
gravely : " me it was not, nor my man." 

"Well," said the other, a little softened , "nowyouhave 
Seen her perhaps you will not be quite so bitter against her, 
madam. She is coming to, thank Heaven." 

" Me bitter against her? " said Catherine : " no ; that is all 
over. Poor soull trouble behind her and trouble afore her; 
and to think of my setting her, of all living women, to read 
Gerard's letter to me. Ay , and that was what made her go 
off, I'll be swora. She is coming to. What, sweetheart? be 
not afeard, none are here but firiends." 

They seated her in an easy chair. As the colour was 
creeping back to her face and lips, Catherine drew Margaret 
Van Eyck aside. 

" Is she staying with you , if you please ? " 

"No, madam." 

"1 wouldn't let her go back to Sevenbergen to-night, then." 
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'^That is as she pleases. She still refuses to bide the 
night." 

''Ay, but you are older than she is; you can make her. 
There, she is beginning to notice." Catheriue then put her 
mouth to Margaret Van £yck*8 ear for half a moment; it did 
not seem time enough to whisper a word, far less a sentence. 
But on Bome topics females can flasli communication to 
female like lightning, or thought itself. 

The old lady started, and whispered back, 

'<It*B false ! it is a calumny ! it is monstrous ! Look at her 
face. It is blasphemy to accuse such a face." 

"Tut! tut! tut!" Said the other, "you might as well 
say this is not my band. I ought to know; and I teil ye it 
isÄo." 

Then much to Margaret Van Eyck*s surprise she went up 
to the girl, and, taking her round the neck, kissed her 
warmly. "I suflfered for Grerard, and you shed your blood 
for him I do hear: bis own words show me I have been to 
blame, the very words you have read to me. Ay, Gterard, my 
child , I have held aloof from her. But TU make it up to ber, 
once I begin. You are my daughter from this hour.'* 

Another warm embrace sealed this hasty compact, and 
the woman of impulse was gone. 

Margaret lay back in her chair, and a feeble smüe stole 
over her face. Gerard's mother had kissed her and called 
her daughter; but the next moment she saw her old friend 
looking at her with a vexed air. 

"I wonder you let that woman kiss you." 

"His mother!" murmured Margaret, half reproachfolly. 

"Mother , or no mother , you would not let her touch you if 
you knew what she whispered in my ear about you." 

"Aboutme?" said Margaret, faintly. 

" Ay, about you whom she never saw tili to-night." The 
old lady was proceeding, with some hesitation and choice of 
language, to make Margaret share her Indignation, whenan 
unlooked-for interruption closed her ups. 

The young woman slid ftom her chair to herknees, and 
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began to pray piteously to her for pardon. From the words 
and the manner of her penitence a bystander would have 
gathered ehe had inflicted some crael wrong, some intolerable 
insult, upon her venerable friend. 

CHAPTER XLVL 

Thb litüe party at the hosier's hoase sat at table dis- 
cussing the recent event, when their mother retumed, and 
Casting a piercing glance all round the little cbcle, laid the 
letter flat on the table. She repeated every word of it by 
memory, following the lines with her finger, to cheat herseif 
and hearers into ti^e notion that she could read the words or 
nearly. Then, suddenly liftmg her head, she cast another 
keen look on Comelis and Sybrandt: their eyes feil. 

On this the storm that had long been brewing burst on 
their heads. 

Catherine seemed to swell like an angry hen roffling her 
feathers, and out of her mouth came a Khone and Saöne of 
wisdom and twaddle, of great and mean luTective, such as 
no male that ever was bom could utter in one current; and 
not many women. 

The following is a fair though a small sample of her 
words : only they were uttered all in one breath : — 

"I have long had my doubts that you blew the flame 
betwixt Gerard and your father, and set that old rogue, Ghys- 
brecht, on. And now here are Gerard's own written words 
to prove it. You have driven your own flesh and blood into 
a far land, and robbed the mother that bore you of her 
darling, the pride of her eye, the joy of her heart. But you 
are all of a piece from end to end. When you were all boys 
together, my others were a comfort; but you were a curse: 
mischievous and sly ; and took a woman half a day to keep 
your clothes whole: for why? work wears cloth, but play 
cuts it. With the beard comes prudence : but none came to 
you: still the last to go to bed, and the lastto leave it; and 
why? because honesty goes to bed early, and industry rise« 
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betimes; whore there are two lie-abeds in a house there are a 
pair of ne'er-do-weels. Often IVe sat and looked at yoor 
ways, and wondered where je came from: ye don*t take 
after your father, and ye are no more like me than a wasp is 
to an ant; sure ye were changed in the cradle, or the cuckoo 
dropped ye on my floor: for ye have not our hands, nor our 
hearts: of all my blood none but you ever jeered tbem that 
God afflicted; but often when my back was tumed IVe 
heardyou mock atGiles, because he is not so big as some; 
and at my lily Kate, because she is not so strong as aFlanders 
mare. After that rob a church an you will! for you caii be 
no worse in His eyes that made both Kate and Gües, and in 
mine that suffered for them, poor darlings, as I did for you, 
you paltry, unfeeling, treasonable curs! No, I will not 
hush, my daughter; they have filled the cup too fulL It 
takes a deal to turn a motiier's heart against the bodb she has 
nursed upon her knees; and many is the time I have winked 
and wouldn't see too much, and bitten my tongue, lest their 
father should know them as I do ; he would have put them to 
the door that moment. But now they ha7e filled the cup too 
füll. And where got ye all this money ? For this last nionth 
you have been roUing in it. You never wrought for it. I 
wish I may never hear firom other mouths how ye got it It is 
since that night you were out so late, and your head came 
back so swelled, Comelis. Sloth and greed are ill mated, 
mymasters. Loversof money mustsweatorsteal. Well, if 
you robbed any poor soul of it, it was some woman, I'U go 
bail; for a man would drive you with his naked band. No 
matter; it is good for one thing. It has shown me how you 
will guido our gear if ever it comes to be youm. I have 
watched you, my lads, this while. You have spent a groat 
to-day between you. And I spend scarce a groat a week, 
and keep you all, good and bad. No ! give up waiting for 
the shoes that will maybe walk behind yourcoffin; for tiiis 
Shop and this house shall never be youm. Gerard is our 
heir: poor Gerard whom you have banished and done your 
best to kill) after that never call me mother again! But you 
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have made him tenfold dearer to me. Mypoor lostboy! I 
Bhall soon see him again; shall hold him in my arms, and sei 
him on my knees. Ay, you may stare! You are too crafty, 
and yet not crafty enow. You cut the stalk away; but you 
leffc the seed — the seed that shall outgrow you, andoutlive 
you. Margaret Brandt is quick, and it is Gerard's, andwhat 
is Gerard^s is mine; and I have prayed the saints it may be 
a boy : and it will — it must. Kate, when I found it was so, 
my bowels yeamed over her child unbom as if it had been my 
own. He is our heir. He will outlive us. You will not: for 
a bad heart in a carcass is like the worm in a nut, soon brings 
the body to dust. So, Kate, take down Grerard's bib and 
tucker tiiat are in the drawer you wot of, and one of these 
days we will carry them to Sevenbergen. We will borrow 
Peter Buyskeus* cart, and go comfort Gerard's wife under her 
bürden. She is his wife. Who is Ghysbrecht Van Swieten? 
Oan he come between a couple and the altar, and sunder 
those that God and the priest make one ? She is my daughter, 
and I am as proud of her as I am of you, Kate , aimost; and 
as for youy keep out of my way awhile: for you are like the 
black dog in my eyes." 

Comelis and Sybrandt took the hint and slimk out, aching 
wiih remorse, and impenitence, and hate. They avoided 
her eye as much as ever they could: and for many days she 
never apoke a word good, bad, or indifferent, to either of 
them. Liberaverat animum suum. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

CjLTHERum was a good housewife who seldom left home for 
a day, and then one thing or another always went amiss. She 
was keenly conscious of this, and, watching for a slack tide 
in things domestic, put off her visit to Sevenbergen from day 
to day, and one aftemoon that it really could have been 
managed Peter Buyskens' mule was out of the way. 

At last, one day Eli asked her before all the family, 
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whether it was true ehe had thought of visiting Margaret 
Brandt. 

"Ay, my man." 

"Thenidoforbidyou." 

"Oh,doyou?" 

"Ido." 

"Then there is no more to be said, I suppose/' said she, 
colouring. 

"Not a Word," replied Eli, stemly. 

When she was alone with her daughter she was yeiy 
severe, not upon £11, but upon herseif. 

" Behoved me rather go thither like a cat at a robin. Bat 
this was me all over. I am like a silly hen that can lay no 
egg without cackling, and convening all the hbose to rob her 
on*t. Next time you and I are after aught the least amiss, 
let's do*t in Heaven's name then and there, and not take time 
to think about it, far less talk; so then, if they take os to 
task we can say, alack we knewnought; we thought no 111; 
now, who'd ever? and so forth. For two pins I'd go thither 
in all their teeth." 

Defiance so wild and picturesque staggered Kate. *^ Nay, 
mother; wlth patience father will come round." 

"And so will Michaelmas; but when? and I was so bent 
on you seelng the girfc*''Then we could have put our heads 
together about her. Say what they will, there is no judglng 
body or beast but by the eye. And were I to have fifty more 
sons Pd ne*er thwart one of them's fancy, tili such time as I 
had clapped my eyes upon her and seen Quicksands: say you, 
I should have thought of that before condemning Gerard his 
fancy; but there, life is aschool, and the lesson ne*erdone; 
we put down one fault and take up t'other, and so go blunder- 
ing here, and blundering there, tili we blunder Into our 
graves, andthere'sanendofus." 

" Mother," said Kate, timidly. 

"Well, what iaa Coming now? no good news though, by 
the look of you. What on earth can make the poor wench so 
öcared?" 
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'*An avowal she hath to make," faltered Kate, fainüy. 

"Now, there is a noble word for ye," said Catherine, 
proudlj. '< Our (>erard taught thee that, TU go bail. Come 
then, out with thj vowel." 

"Well then, sooth to saj, I have seen her." 

"Anan?" 

"And spoken with her to boot.*' 

"And never told me ? After this marvels are dirt." 

"Mother, you were so hot agalnst her. I waited tili I 
coold teil you without angering you worse.'* 

"Ay," said Catherine, half sadly, half bitterly, "like 
mother like daughter : cowardice it is our bane. The others I 
whiles buffet; or how would the house fare? but did you, 
Kate, ever have harsh word or look firom your poor motiier, 

that you . Nay, I will not have ye cry , girl ; ten to one 

ye had your reason; so rise up, brave heart, and teil me all, 
better late than ne'er; and first and f oremost when ever, and 
how ever, wond you to Sevenbergen wi* your poor crutches, 
andlnotknow?" 

"I never was there in my life; and, mammy dear, to say 
that 1 ne'er wished to see her that I will not, but I ne*er went, 
nor sought, to see her." 

"There, now," said Catherine, disputatively, "said 1 not 
'twas all unlike my girl to seek her unn/eknown to me ? Come 
now, for I'm all agog." 

"Then thus *twas. It came to my ears, no matter how, 
and prithee, good mother, on my knees ne*er ask me how, that 
Gerard was a prisoner in the Stadthouse tower." 

"Ah!" 

"By father*8 bebest as *twas pretended." 

Caäierine uttered a sigh that was almost a moan. " Blacker 
than I thought," she muttered, fainüy. 

" G-iles and I went out at night to bid him be of good cheer. 
And there at the tower f oot was a brave lass, quite stränge to 
me I vow, on the same errand." 

"Lookee there now, Kate." 

The Qoister and Ihe üearth. L 24 
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"At fint we did properly frigfaten one anotiier, throogh & 
place hiB bad name, and onr poor heads being so fall o* direb, 
and we whitened a bit in moonshine. Bot nezt moment, quo' 
I ^Yon are Margaret:' 'And 70a are Kate/ quo* she. Think 
on't!' 

"Did one ever? — 'Twas Gerard! He will have been 
talking baduurdB and förrards of thee to her, and her to 
thee." 

In retom for tiiis, Kate bestowed on Catherine one of Öie 
prettiest presents in natore — the oomposite kiss : t. «., ehe im- 
printed on her cheek a ungle kiss, which said — 

1. Quito correot 

2. Qood, clever mother, for gnessing so right and quiek. 

3. How Bweet f6r ns twain to be of one mind again after 
never having been otherwise. 

4. Etc. 

"Now then, speak ihj mind, child, Gkrard is not here. 
Alas, what am I saying? would to Heaven he were." 

"Well then, mother, she is comelj, and wrongs her pic- 
turebutlittle." 

"£h, dear; hark to joung folki I am for good acts, not 
good looks. LoTCs she my hoj as he did ought to be loved?'* 

"Sevenbergen is farther from the Stadthouse than we 
are," said Kate, thoughtfiilly ; "yet she was there afore me.** 

Catherine nodded intelligence. 

" Nay , more , she had got him out ere I came. Ay , down 
from the captives' tower." 

Catherine shook her head incredulously. "The highest 
tower for miles ! It is not feasible." 

"'Tis Booth though. She and an old man she brought 
found means and wit to send him up a rope. There 'twas 
dangling from his prison, and our Q-Ues went up it When 
first I saw it hang, I said, 'ThiB is glamour.' fiut when the 
frank lass's arms came round me, and her bosom did beat on 
mine, and her cheeks wet, then said I, ' Tis not glamour : 'tis 
love.' For she is not like me, but lusty and abie; and, dear 
heart, even I, poor frail creatnre, do feel sometimes as I could 
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move the world for tiiem I love : I loye you, mother. And sbe 
loYBB Gkrard." 

" Ood bless her for't ! God bless her ! " 

"But." 

"Butwhat,lamb?" 

"Her love, is it for very certain honest? 'Tis most 
Strange ; but that very thing, which hath warmed your heart, 
hath somewhat cooled mine towards her; poor soul. She is 
no wife, you know, mother, when aU is done.*' 

"Humphl They have stood at th' altar together." 

''Ay, but they went as they came, maid and bachelor." 

" lie parson, saith he so ? " 

" Nay, for that I know not." 

'^Then 111 take no man's word bot bis in such atangled 
skein." After some reflection she added, "Natheless art 
right , girl ; 1*11 to Sevenbergen alone. A wife I am bat not a 
slave. We are all in the dark here. And she holds the clue. 
I most question her , and no one by ; least of all you. TU not 
take my Uly to a house wi' a spot, no, not to a palace o' gold 
and silyer." 

The more Catherine pondered this conversation, the more 
she feit drawn towards Margaret, and moreoyer "she was all 
agog" with curiosity , a potent passion with us all, and nearly 
omnipotent with those, who, like Catherine, do not slake it 
with reading. At last, one fine day, after dinner, she 
whispered to Kate , "Keep the house from going to pieces, an 
ye can;" and donned her best kirtle and hood, and her scarlet 
clocked hose and her new shoes, and tmdgedbrisklyofPto 
Sevenbergen, troubling no man's mule. 

When she got there she inquired where Margaret Brandt 
lived. The first person she aeä:ed shook his head, and said, 
"The name is stränge to me." She went a little farther and 
asked a girl of abont fifteen who was standing at a door. 
"Father," said tiie girl, speaking into the house, "here is 
another after that magician's daughter." The man came out 
and told Catherine Peter Brandt's cottage was just outside 
the town on the east side. "Tou may see the chimney 

24» 
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hence : " and he pointed it out to her. '*But yoa will not find 
them there, nother father nor danghter; thej haye left tiie 
town thifl weekf bless yoo." 

" Say not so, good man, and me walken all the way ficom 
Tergou." 

"From Tergou? then yoa most ha' met the soldier." 

** What Boldier? ay, I did meet a soldier." 

<*Well, then, yon soldier was here seekingthat selfisame 
Margaret." 

''Ay, and wam't a mad with os because she was gone?** 
put in tiie girl. '^His long beard and her cheek are no 
strangers, I Warrant." 

"Say no more than ye know," said Catherine, Bharply. 
'^ You are young to take to slandering your eiders. Stay ! teil 
me more about this soldler, good man." 

*'Nay , I know no more than that he came hither seeking 
Margaret Brandt, and 1 told him she and her father had made 
a moonlight flit on*t this day sennight, and that some thoogltt 
the devil had flown away with them, being magicians. 'And,' 
says he, 'the devil fly away with tiiee for thyillnews:' that 
was my thanks. 'But I doubt 'tis a lie,' said he. 'An you 
think so,' said I, ' go and see.' ' I will,' said he, and burst out 
wi' a hantle o' gibberish: my wife thinks 'twas curses: and 
hied him to the cottage. Presently back a comes, and sings 
t'other tune. ' You were right and I was wrong ,' says he, and 
shoyes a silver coin in my band. Show it the wife, some of 
ye; then she'll believe me; I haye been called a liar once 
to-day." 

^'It needs not," said Catherine , inspecting the coin all the 
same. 

'^And he seemed quiet and sad-like, didn't he now, 
wench?" 

*'That a did," said the young woman warmly; ''and, 
dame, he was just as pretty a man as ever 1 clapped eyes on. 
Cheeks like a rose, and shining beard, and eyes in bis head 
like sloes." 

"I saw he was well bearded," said Catherine; "but, for 
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the rest, at my age I scan them not ap wben I was jormg and 
foolish. But he seemed right civil: dofPed his bonnet to me 
as I had been a queen, and I did drop bim my best reverence, 
for manners beget manners. But little I wist he had been her 

light 0* love, and most iikely the Who bakes for this 

town?" 

The man, not being acquainted with her opened his eyes 
at this transition, swift and smooth. 

" Well , dame , there be two ; John Bush and Eric Donald- 
Bon, they both bide in this street." 

" Then, God be with you, good people," said she, and pro- 
ceeded : bat her sprightly foot came flat on the ground now, 
and no longer Struck it with little jerks and cocking heel. 
She asked the bakers whether Peter Brandt had gone away 
in their debt. Bush said they were not customers. Donaldson 
said ''not a stiver: his daughter had come round and paid him 
the very night they went. Didn*t believe they owed a copper 
in the town.'' So Catherine got all the Information of that 
kind she wanted with Tery little trouble. 

" Can you teil me what sort this Margaret was?" said she, 
as she tumed to go. 

"Well, Bomewhat too reserved for my taste. I like a 
chatiy customer — when Fm not too busy. But she bore a 
high character for being a good daughter." 

« 'Tis no small praise. A well-looking lass I am told ? " 

" Why, whence come you, wyfe?" 

"FromTergou." 

" Oh , ay. Well you shall judge : the lads clept her * tiie 
beauty of Seyenbergen;' the lasses did scout it merrily, and 
terribly ptdled her to pieces , and f ound so many f aults no two 
could agree where the fault lay." 

" That is enough," said Catherine. "I see, the bakers are 
no fools in Sevenbergen, and the young women no shallower 
than in other burghs." 

She bought a manchet of bread, partly out of sympathy 
and justice (she kept a shop), partly to show her household 
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how mnch better bread ehe gare them daily; and retmned to 
Tergou dejected. 

Kate met her outside the town with beaming ejes. 

'< Well, Kate, läse; it is ahappy thing I went; I am heart- 
broken. G«rard has been sore abused. The child is none of 
oom, nor the mother from this hour.'* 

'* Alas, mother, I fathom not yonr meaning." 

" Ask me no more , girl, but never mention her name to me 
agaiu. Thatisall." 

Kate acquiesced with a humble sigh , and thej went home 
together. 

They found a soldier seated tranquilly hj their fire. The 
moment thej entered the door, he rose, and saluted them 
civillj. They stood and looked at him , Kate with some litüe 
surprise, bat Catherine with a great deal, and with rising 
Indignation. 

'' What makes 70a here ? " was Catherine*s greeting. 

<*I came to seek after Margaret." 

"Well, we know no such person." 

" Saj not 80, dame ; snre 70a know her b7 name, Margaret 
Brandt." 

" We have heard of her for that matter — to onr cost." 

" Come, dame, prithee teil me at least where she bides." 

"I know not where ehe bides, and care not." 

Denys feit snre this was a deliberate untrath. He bit his 
lip. "Well, I looked to find mTself in an enem7'8 coontiy 
at this Tergou; but ma7be if 70 knew all 70 would not be so 
dour." 

" I do know all ," replied Catherine bitterty. " This mom 
I knew nought.** Then suddenl7 setting her arms akimbo she 
told him with a raised yoice and flashing eyes she wondered 
at his cheek sitting down b7 that hearth of all hearths in the 
World. 

"Ma7 Satan fl7 awa7 with 70ur hearth to the lake of fire 
and brimstone," shouted Denys, who could speak Flemish 
fiuentl7. " Your own serrant bade me sit there tili 70a came, 
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eise I had ne'er troubled jour hearth. My malison on it , and 
on the churlish roof-tree that greets an unoffending stranger 
this waj/* and he strode scowling to the door. 

<<0h! oh!" ejaculated Catherine frightened, and also a 
little consdence-stricken; and the virago sat snddenly down 
and borst into tears. Her daughter followed suit quieüy, bat 
without loss of time. 

A shrewd writer, now tinhappily lost to os, has somewhere 
fhe foUowing dialogae : — 

She,] '*I feel all a woman's weakness.*' 

He.] " Then you are invincible." 

Denys, by anticipation, confirmed that yaluable Statement ; 
he stood at ihe door looking raefiilly at the havoe bis thnnder- 
boh of eloquence had made. 

"Nay, wife," said he, "weep not neither for a soldier's 
hasty Word. I mean not all I said. Why your house is your 
own, and what right in it have I? There now, TU go." 

<* What is to do?" said a grave manly voice. It was Eli; 
he had come in from the shop. 

"Here is a niffian been a-scolding of your wotnenfolk and 
making them cry,'* explained Denys. 

''Little Kate, what is*t? for ruffians do not use to call 
themselyes ruffians," said Eli the sensible. 

Ere she could explain, "Hold your tongue, girl," said 
Catherine ; '' Muriel bade him sit down , and I knew not that, 
and wyted on him; and he was going and leaving his malison 
on US, root and branch. Iwas never so beenrsed in allmy 
dayB,oh! oh! oh1" 

"You were both somewhat to blame; both you and he," 
said Eli calmly . ' ' Howover, what the servant say s the master 
shoold still stand to. We keep not open house, but yet we are 
not poor enough to grudge a seat at our hearth in a cold day 
to a wayfarer with an honest face, and, as I thlnk, a wounded 
man. So, end all malice, and sit ye down ! " 

'' Wounded ? " cried mother and daughter in a breath. 

<' Think you a soldier slings his arm for sport?" 
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" Nay, 'tii but an arrow," said Denjs cheerfdlly. 

"Bat an arrow?" said Kate with concentrated honor. 
" Where were our eyes, mother?" 

" Nay, in good sootii, a trifle. Which however I wül pray 
mesdames to accept as an excose for my Tiyacity. Ti« tiiese 
little foolish trifling wounds that frei a man, worthy sir. Whj, 
look ye now, sweeter temper than our Grerard never breathed, 
yet, when the bear did bat stnke a piece no bigger than a 
crown oat of hie calf , he tumed so hot and choleric y'had said 
he was no son of yoars, bat got by the good knight Sir John 
Pepper on bis wife dame Maatard; who is this? a dwarf? your 
seryant, master Giles.*' 

" Yoar eervant, soldier," roared the new comer. Denys 
started. He had not coanted on ezchanging greetmgs with a 
petard. 

Denys's words had sarprised bis hosts, bat hardly more 
than their deportment now did him. They all three came 
creeping ap to where he sat, and looked down into him witb 
their Ups parted, as if he had been some stränge pheno- 
menon. 

And growing agitation sacceeded to amazement. 

^'Now hash!" said Eli, "let none speak bat I. Yoang 
man," said he solemnly, "inG-od's name whoare yoa, that 
know US thoagh we know yoa not, and that shake our hearts 
speaking to as of — the abseut — oor poor rebellioos son: 
whom HeaTon forgive and bless? " 

" What, master," said Denys lowering bis voice, " hath he 
not writ to yoa? hath he not told yoa of me, Denys of Bur- 
gundy?" 

"He hath writ, bat three lines, and named not Denys of 
Bargandy, nor any stranger." 

"Ay, I mind the long letter was to bis sweet-heart, this 
Margaret, and she has decamped, plagae take her, and howl 
am to find her Heaven knows." 

" What, she is not yoar sweetheart, then?" 

"Who, dame? an't please yoa." 

"Why, Margaret Brandt." 
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"How can my comrade'ssweetheartbemine? Iknowher 
not from Noah's niece ; how sliould I? I never saw her." 

<< Whist with this idle chat, Kate,*' saidEli impatiently, 
^^ and let the joung man answer me. How came you to know 
Qerard, our son? Prithee now think on a parent's cares, and 
answer me straightforward, like a soldier as thou art." 

^'And shall. I was paid off atFlushing, and startedfor 
Burgnndy. On the German frontier I lay at the same inn with 
Gerard. I fancied him. 1 said 'Be my comrade.' He was 
loth at first: consented presently. Many a weaiy league we 
trode together. Never were truer comrades: never will be 
while earth shall last. First I left my route a bit to be with 
him: then he his to be with me. We talked of Sevenbergen, 
andTergou, athousandtimes; and of all in this house. We 
had our troubles on the road: but battling them together 
made them light. Isaved his life from abear; hemineinthe 
Bhine : for he swims like a duck andl like a hod o' bricks; and 
one another*s lives at an inn in Bargandy, where we two held a 
room for a good hour against seven cut-throats, and crippled 
one and slow two ; and yoar son did his devoir like a man, and 
metthe stoatest Champion I ever countered, and spitted him 
like asucking-pig. Else I had not been here. But jast, when all 
was fair, and I was to see him safe aboard ship forBome,if not 
toBome itself,met us that son of a — the Lord Anthony of Bur- 
gandy, and his men, making for Flanders, then in insurrection, 
tore US by force apart, took me where I got some broad pieces 
in band, and a broad arrow in my Shoulder, and left my poor 
G^rard lonesome. At that sad parting, soldier though I be, 
these eyes did rain salt sealding tears, and so did his, poor 
Boul. His last Word to me was ^Go comfort Margaret!' so 
here I be. Mine to him was ' Think no more of Bome. Make 
for Bhine , and down stream home.* Now say , for you know 
best, did I advise him well or ill? " 

^*Soldier,takemy band," saidEli. <<GU>dble8sthee! God 
bless thee!" and his lip quivered. It was all hisreply, but 
more eloquent than many words. 

Catherine did not answer at all, but she darted from the 
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room and bade Muriel bring the best that was in the house, 
and retumed with wood in both anns, and heaped the fiie, 
and took out a snow-white cloth from the press, and was going 
in a great huny to laj it for G«rard*8 friend, when snddenly 
she sat down and all the power ebbed rapidlj out of her 
bodj. 

"Father!" eried Kate, whose eye was as q[iiick as her 
affection. Denys started up ; bat Eli waived him back and 
flung a little water sharply in bis wife's face. This did her 
instant good. She gasped, ^' So sudden. M7 poor boy ! " Eli 
whispered Denys "Take no notice! she thinks of him ni^t 
and day." They pretended not to obserye her, and she shook 
it off, and bustled and laid tbe cloth with her own hands; bnt, 
as she smoothed it, her hands trembled and a tear or two stole 
down her cheeks. 

They could not make enongh of Denys. They stoffed him, 
andcrammed him: and then gathered roond him and kept 
filling his glass in tarn , while by that genial blaze of fire and 
raby wine and eager eyes he told all that 1 have related, and a 
vast namber of minor details, which an artist, however minute, 
omits. 

Bat how different the effect on my readers and ea this 
small circle! To them the interest was already made before 
the first word came from his lips. It was all aboat Grerard, 
and he, who sat theretellingit them, was warm firom G^rard 
and an actor with him in all tiiese scenes. 

The flesh and blood around that fire qaivered for their 
severed member, hearing its struggles and perils. 

I shaU ask my readers to recall to memory all they can of 
Gerard*8 joamey with Denys, and in their mmd*s eye to see 
those Tery matters told by his comrade to an ezile's f ather , all 
stoic outside, all f ather within, and to two poor women , an 
exile's mother and a sister, who were all love and pity and 
tender anxiety boüi outside and in. Now woold yoa mind 
closing this book for a minute and making an effort to realize 
all this? It will saye as so mach repetition. 
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Then you will not be suiprised when I teU you that after a 
while Giles came softly and curled himself up before the fire, 
and laj gazing at the Speaker with a reyerence almost canine ; 
and that, when the rough soldler had unconsciouslj but 
thoroughly betrajed his better qualities, and above all his 
rare afiection for G-erard, Kate, though thnorous as a bird, 
stole her little band into the warrior's huge brown palm, 
where it \bj an instant like a teaspoonful of cream spilt on a 
platter, then nipped the ball of his thumb and served for a 
Kardiometer. In other words Fate is just even to rival story- 
tellers, and balances matters. Denys had to pay a tax to his 
audience which 1 have not. Whenever Gerard was in too 
mach danger, the female faces became so white, and their 
poor little tluroats gurgled so, he was obliged in common 
humanity to spoil his recital. Suspenso is the soul of narra- 
tive, and thus dealt Bough-and-Tender of Burgundy with his 
best suspenses. <'Now, dame, take not on tUl ye hear the 
end: Ma'amselle, let not your cheek blanch so, courage! it 
looks ugly: but you shall hear how we wond through. Had 
he miscarried, and lat band, wonldlbealive?" 

And meantime Eate*s little Kardiometer, or heart-mea- 
surer, graduated emotion, and pinched by scale. At its best it 
was by no means a high-pressure engine. But all is relative. 
Denys soon leamed the tender gamnt ; and when to water the 
Buspense, and eztract the thrill as far as possible. On one 
occasion only he cannily indemnified his narratiye for this 
drawback. Falling personally into the Bhine, and sinking, 
he got pinched, he Denys, to his surprise and satisfaction. 
^^Ohol" thought he, and on the principle of the anatomists, 
" ezperimentum in corpore vili," kept himself a quarter of an 
hour under water; under pressure all the time. And even 
when Gerard had got hold of him, he was loth to leave the 
river, so, less conscientious than I was, swam with G^rard to 
the east bank first, and was about to land, but detected the 
officers, and their intent, chaffed them a little space, treading 
water, then tumed and swam wearily all across, and at last 
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was obliged to get oat, for very shame, or eise acknowledge 
himself apike; sopermittedhimselftoland, ezhausted: and 
the pressure relazed. 

It was eleyen o*clock, an unheard-of honr, bat they took 
no note of time this night; and Denys had still much to teil 
them, when the door was opened quieüy, and in stole Comelis 
and Sybrandt looking hang-dog. They had this night been 
drinkmg the very last drop of their mysterions fdnds. 

Catherine feared her husband would rebuke them before 
Denys : but he only looked sadly at them, and motioned tiiem 
to Sit down quietly. 

Denys it was who seemed discomposed. He knitted his 
brows and eyed them thoughtfolly and rather gloomily. Then 
tumed to Catherine. ^'What say you, dame? the rest to- 
morrow? for I am somewhat weary and it wazes late." 

" So be it," Said Eli. But when Denys rose to go to his 
inn, he was instantly stopped by Catherine. "Andthinkyou 
to lie £rom this house? G-erard's room has been got rcady for 
you hours agone: the sheets 1*11 not say much for, seeingl 
spun the flax and wove the web." 

"Then would I lie in them blindfold," was the gallant 
reply. "Ah, dame, our poor Gerard was the one for fine 
ünen. He could hardly forgiye the honest Gkrmans their 
coarse flaz, and, whene'er my traitors of countrymen did 
amiss, a would excuse them saying, *Well, well; bonnes 
toiles sont en Bourgogne :' that means ' there be good lenten 
cloths in Burgundy,* But indeed he beat all for bywords 
and cleanliness." 

"Oh Eli! Eli! doth not our son come back to us at each 
Word?" 

" Ay. Buss me, my poor Kate. You and I know all that 
passeth in each other's hearts this night. None other can, but 
öod." 
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CHAPTEE XL VIII. 

Dbmts took an opportunity next daj, and told mother 
and daughter the rest, ezcusing himself diaracteristically for 
not letting Comelis and Sybrandt hear of it. ^<It is not for 
metoblackenthem: thejcomeofagood stock. ButO-erard 
looks on them as no friends of bis in tbis matter; and I'm 
Gerard*8 comrade; and it is a rule witb us soldiers not to 
teil the enemj augbt; but lies." 

Catherine sighed, but made no answer. 

The adventures he related cost them a tmnult of agitation 
and grief, and sore they wept at the parting of the friends, 
which, evennow, Denys could not teil without faltering. Bva 
at last all merged in the joTfiil hope and ezpectation of Ge- 
rard's speedy retom. In tlus Denys confidently shared ; but 
reminded them that was no reason why he should neglect bis 
Mend*s wishes and last words. In fact should Gerard retum 
next week, and no Margaret to be found, what sort of figure 
should he cut? 

Catherine had never feit so kindly towards the truant 
Margaret as now: and she was fally as anzious to find her, 
and be kind to her before Gerard's retum as Denys was : but 
she could not agree with him that anything was to be gained 
by leaying this neighbourhood to search for her. '' She must 
have told somebody whither she was going. It is not as 
though they were dishonest folk flying the country : they owe 
not a stiver in Sevenbergen : and dear heart, Denys, you can't 
bunt all HoUand for her." 

**CanI not?" said Denys grimly. "That we shall see." 
He added, affcer some reflection, that they must divide their 
forces: she stayhere with eyes and ears wide open, and he 
ransack every town in Holland for her, if need be. " But she 
will not be many leagues £rom here. They be three. Three 
fly not so fast, norfar, asone." 

^< That is sense," said Catherine. But she insisted on his 
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going first to fhe demoiselle Van Eyck. '< She and onr Mar- 
garet were bosom friends. She knows where the girl is gone, 
if she will bat teil ob." Denys was for going to her that in- 
stant, so Catherine, in a tum of the hand, made herseif one 
shade neater, and took him with her. 

She was received gracionsly hy the old ladj sitting in a 
richlj fomished room; and opened her bnsiness. The ta- 
pestry dropped out of Margaret Van Eyck's hands. *' C^one? 
Gone from Sevenbergen and not told me: the thankless 
girl." 

This tarn greaüy sarprised the visitors. <* What yoa knew 
not? when was she here last?" 

'* Maybe ten days agone. I had ta'en oat my brushes, after 
qp many years, to paint her portrait. I did not do it thoagh; 
forreasons." 

Catherine remarked it was "a most stränge thing she 
shoald go away bag and baggage like this, withont wilh 
your leave or by yoarleave, why, or wherefore. Was ever 
aught so ontoward ; jast when all oor hearts are wann to her: 
and here is Gerard*s mate come from the ends o* the earth with 
comfort for her from Gerard, and can't find her, and Grerard 
himself expected. What to do I know not Bat sore she is 
not parted like this withont a reason. Can ye not give us the 
clue, mygooddemoiselle? Pritheenow." 

"1 have it not to give," said the eider lady, rather 
peevishly. 

<< Then I can," said Reicht Heynes, showing herseif in the 
doorway, witii colour somewhat heightened. 

'^ So you haye been hearkening all the time, eh ? " 

"What are my ears for, mistress?" 

"Trae. WeU throw us thelight of thy wisdom on this 
dark matter." 

"There is no darkness that I see," said Beicht <*And 
the eine, why an* ye call't a two-plye twine, and the ends on*t 
in this room e'en now, ye*ll not be far oat. Oh, mistress, I 
wonder at you sitting there pretending." 

"Marry, come up!" and the mistress's cheek was now 
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nearly as red as tlie servant's. " So 'twas I drove tlie foolisli 
girl away." 

"You did your share, mistress. What Bort of greeting 
gave you her last time Bhe came? Think you she could miss 
to notice it, and ehe all fnendless? And you said, 'I have 
altered my mind about painting of you,' says you , a tuming 
up your noBe at her." 

"I did not tum up my nose. Itis not shaped likeyours 
f or looking heavenward." 

''Oh, allournosen can follow our heartys beut, for that 
matter. Poorsoul. She did come into the Stehen to me. 'I 
am not to be painted now/ said she, and the tears in her 
eyes. She said no more. £ut I knew well what she did mean. 
I had Seen ye." 

"Well," said Margaret Van Eyck, "I do confess so much, 
and I make you the judge, madam. Enow that these young 
girls can do nothing of their own heads, but are most apt at 
mimicking aught t£eir sweethearts do. Now your Gerard is 
reasonably handy at many things , and among the rest at the 
iUuminator's craffc. And Margaret she is his pupil, and a 
patient one : what marvel? having a woman*s eye for colour, 
and eke a lover to ape. 'Tis a trick I despise at heart : for by 
it the great art of colour, which should be royal, aspiring, 
and free , becomes a poor slave to the petty crafts of writing 
and printing, and is fettered, imprisoned, and made little, 
body and soul, to match the littleness of books, and go to 
church in a rieh fcoFs pocket. Natheless afiPection rules us 
all, and, when the poor wench would bring me her thom 
leaves, and lilies, and ivy, and dewberries, and ladybirds, 
and butterfly grubs, and all the scum of nature — stuck fast 
in gold-leaf like wasps in a honey-pot, and, withal, her 
diumalbook, showing she had pored an hundred, oranhun-- 
dred and fifty, or two hundred, hours over each singular 
page, certes I was wroth that an immortal soul and many 
iiours of labour, and much manual skill, should be flung 
away on Nature's trash, leaves, insects, grubs, and on harren 
letters : but, having beweis, I did perforce restrain, and, as it 
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were, dam, my better feelings, and looked kindlj at the 
work to see how it might be bettered: and saidl, 'Sitili 
Heaven for our sins hath doomed os to spend time , and sool, 
andcoiour, on great letters and little beetles, omittingsaeh 
smallfiy as saints and heroes, their acts and passions, why 
not present the scum naturaUy?' I told her 'the grapes I 
saw, Walking abroad, did hang i' the air, not stick in a wall: 
and even these insects,* quo' I, 'and Natore her slime in 
general, pass not their noxious lives wedged miserably in 
metal prisons like flies in honey-pots and glue-pots, bnt do 
crawl or hover at large, infesting air.' 'Ah! my dear Mend,' 
says she, 'I see now whither you drive: bat this ground is 
gold ; whereon we may not shade.' ' Who says so ? ' qaoth L 
'All teachersof this crafb,' says she: and (to make an endo* 
me at once, I trow) ' Geriurd hunsem ' ' That for G-erard him- 
self,' quoth I, ' and all the gang ; gi'e me a brosh ! ' 

"Then chose I, to shade her fruit and reptües^ a colonr 
false in nature, but true relatively to that monstrous ground 
of glaring gold; and in ß.\e minutes out came a bunch of 
raspberries, stalk and all, and a'most flew inyour mouth: 
likewise a butterfly grub she had so tmly presented as might 
tum the stoutest stomach. My lady she flings her arms round 
myneck, and says she, *Ohl'" 

"Did she now?" 

" The little love ! " observed Denys , succeeding at last in 
wedging in a worAr 

Margaret Van Eyckstaredathim; and then smiled. She 
went on to teil them how £rom step to step she had been led 
on to promise to resume the art she had laid aside with a sigh 
when her brothers died, and to paint the Madonna once more 
— with Margaret for model. Incidentally she even rerealed 
how girls are tumed into saints. "*Thy hair is adorable,' 
saidl. 'Why, 'tisred,* quo' she. 'Ay,' quoth I, 'butwhat 
a red! how brown! how glossyl most hair is not worth a 
straw to US painters: thine the artist's very hue. Bat thy 
violet eyes, which smack of earth, being now languid for lack 
of one Gerard, now füll of fire in hopes of the same Gerard, 
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these will I lift to heaven in fixed and holj meditation, and 
thy nose, which doth already somewhat aspire that way 
(though not 80 pioaslyas Reicht's), will I debase a trifle , and 
somewhat enfeeble thy chin.'" 

"Enfeeble her chin? Alack ! what may that mean? Ye 
go beyond me, mistress.'* 

"'Tis a resolute chin. Not a jot too resolute for this 
wicked world: but, when ye come to a Madonna? No thank 
you." 

* * Well I never. A resolute chin." 

Denys.] "Thedarling!" 

"And now comes the rub. When you told me she was — 
the way she is, it gave me a shock: I dropped my brushes. 
Was I going to tum a girl, that couldn't keep her lover at a 
distance, into the Virgin Mary, at my time of lif e ? I love the 
poor ninny still. But I adore our blessed Lady. Say you, 
^ a painter must not be peevish in such matters.' Well , most 
painters are men: and men are fine fellows. They can do 
aught. Their saints and yirgins are neither more nor less 
than their lemans , saving your presence. But know that for 
this very reason half their craft is lost on me, which find 
beneath their angels' whit« wings the very trollops I have 
Seen flaunting it on the streets, bejewelled like Paynim idols, 
and put on like the queens in a pack o' cards. And I am not 
a fine fellow, but only a woman, and my painting is but one 
half craft:, andt'other half devotion. So now you may read 
me. Twas foolish, maybe, but I could not help it : yet am I 
sorry." And the old lady ended despondently a discourse 
which she had commenced in a mighty defiant tone. 

"Well, you know, dame," obaerved Catherine, "you must 
think it would go to the po6r girl's heart, and she so fond 
ofye?" 

Margaret Van £yck only sighed. 

The Frisian girl, after biting her lips impatiently a little 
while, tumed upon Catherine. "Why, dame, think you 
'twas for that alone Margaret and Peter hath left Sevenberg? 
Nay." 
The Qoister ond the Hearth, L 25 
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"Porwhatelfle, then?" 

<< What eise? Whj beoaiuie Gerard's people slight hia 
80 cmeL Who woold bide among hard-heiurted folk that ha* 
drivenher lad tltalj, and, now he is gone, relent not, bat 
face it out, and ne'er come anigh her that is left? '* 

<* Reicht, I was going." 

'^Oh, aj, going, and going, and going. Ye shoaldha* 
said less or ehe done more. But wilh jour words 70a did 
uplift her heart and let it down wi' your deeds. ' They hate 
never been,' said the poor thing to me, with such a ai^ Ay, 
here is one can feel for her: f or I too am far from my Mends, 
and often , when first I came to Holland, I did use to take a 
hearty cry all to myself. Bat ten tin^s liever woold I be 
Beicht Heynes with nought bat the leagaes atween me and 
all my kith, than be as she is i' the midst of them that oaght 
to warm to her, and yet to fare as lonesome as I." 

<<Alack, Beicht, I did go bat yestreen, and had gone be- 
fore, bat one plagoy thing or t'other did still come and hinder 
me." 

^'Mistress, did aoght hinder ye to eat yoar dinner any one 
of those days? I trow not. And had yoar heart been as 
good towards yoar own flesh and blood, as 'twas towards 
your flesher's meat, noaght had prevailed to keepyoafrom 
her that sat lonely, a-watching the road for yoa and comfort, 
wi* yoar chiid*s child a-beating *neath her bosom." 

Here this rade yoang woman was interrapted by an in- 
cident not ancommon in a domestic's bright ezistence. The 
Yan Eyck had been netüed by the attack on her, but wifh 
due tact had gone into ambash. She now sprang oat of it. 
*' Since you diorespect my gaests, seek another place ! " 

" With all my heart," said Bfeicht stoatly. 

"Nayl, mistress," put in the good-natared Catherine. 
'^True folk will still speak out Her tongoa is a stinger.*' 
Here the water came into the speaker*s eyes by way of con- 
firmation. '*But better she said it than tiiooght it. So now 
'twon't rankle in her. And , part with her for me , that shall 
ye not. Beshrew the wench , she wots she is a good serrant, 
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imd takes advantage. Wc poor wretches whicli keep house 
nuist still pay 'em tax for value. I had a good servant ODce, 
when I was a joung 'oman Eh dear, how she did grind me 
down into the dust. In the end, hj Heaven's mercj, she 
married the baker, and I was mj own woman again. ^So,' 
saidl, 'nomoregoodservantsshallcomehither, a-hectoring 
o* me.' 1 just get a fool and leam her: and whenever she 
knoweth her right handfromher left, she saacethme: then 
out I bündle her neck and crop , and take another dunce in 
her place. Dear heart, *tis wearisome, teaching astring of 
fools by ones; but there — I am mistress:" here she forgot 
ihat she was defending Reicht, and tuming rather spitefiilly 
upon her, added, " and you be mistress here, I trow." 

"No more than that stool,*' said the Van Eyck, loftily. 
<<She is neither mistress nor servant: but Gone. She is dis- 
missed the house, and there's an end oiher. What did ye not 
hear me tum the saucy baggage o£P? " 

"Ay, ay. We all heard ye," said Reicht, with vast in- 
difference. 

" Then hear me ! " said Denys, solemnly. 

They all went round like things on wheels, and fastened 
their eyes on him. 

^^Ay, let US hear what the man says," urged the hostess. 
" Men are fine fellows ; with their great hoarse voices." 

"Mistress Reicht," said Denys, with great dignity and 
ceremony, indeed so great as to verge on the absurd, "you 
are tiimed o£P. If on a slight acquaintance I might advise, 
I'd say, since you are a servant no more » be a mistress , a 
queen." 

"Easier said than done," replied Reicht blimtly. 

"Not a jot. You see here one who is a man, though but 
half an arbalestrier, owing to that devilish Englishman's 
arrow, in whose carcass I have, however, leftalike token, 
which is a comfort. I have twenty gold pieces*' (he showed 
them) "and a stout arm. In another week or so I shall have 
twain. Marriage is not a habit of mine : but I capitulate to 
so many virtues. You are beautiful, good hearted, and 

25* 
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outspoken, and above all, you take the part of my ahe- 
comrade. Be then an arbaleBtriesse ! '* 

'^And what the dickens is that? " inquired B^cht. 

"Imean, bethewife, mistress, and queen, of Denys of 
Bargandy here present ! ** 

A dead silence feil on all. 

It did last not long thoagh: and was foUowed hy a borst 
of unreasonable indignation. 

Catherine.] "Well, did you ever?" 

Margaret] * * Never in all my bom days." 

Caiherine.\ * * Bef ore oor very faces." 

Margaret] "Of all the absurdity, and insolence of this 
ridiculoas sex — ^' 

Here Denys obserred somewhat drily, that the female to 
whom he had addressed himself was mute; and ihe otiiers, 
on whose eloquence there was no immediate demand, were 
fluent: on this the voices stopped, and the eyes tumed pivot- 
like upon Beicht. 

She took a sly glance from under her lashes at her militazy 
assailant, and said, "I mean to take a good look at any man 
ere I leap into his arms.'* 

Denys drew himself up majestically. "Then look your 
fill, and leap away.*' 

This proposal led to a new and most unezpected result. A 
long white finger was extended by the Van Eyek in a line 
with the speaker's eye, and an agitated voice bade him stand, 
in the name of all Üie saints. "You are beautifal, so,'* cried 
she. "You are inspired — with folly. What matters that? 
you are inspired. I must take o£P your head." And in a 
moment she was at work with her pencil. " Come out, hussy," 
she screamed to Beicht; "more in front of him, and keep the 
fool inspired and beautiful. Oh, why had I not this maniac 
for my good centurion? They went and brought me a brüte 
with a low forehead and a shapeless beard." 

Catherine stood and looked with utter amazement at this 
Pantomime, and secretly resolved that her venerable hostess 
had been a disguised lunatic all this time^^ and was now busy 
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throwing off the mask. As for Reicht, she was tmliappy and 
cross. She had leffc her caldron in a precarious state , and 
made no scruple to say so, and that duties so grave as hers 
left her no '^time to waste a-playing the statee and the fool all 
at one time." Her mistress in reply reminded her that it was 
possible to be mde and rebellious to one's poor old, affec- 
tionate, desolate mistress, without being ntterly heartless, 
and savage ; and a trampler on arts. 

On tbis Reicht stopped, and ponted, and looked like a 
little basilisk at the inspired model who caused her woe. He 
retorted with unshaken admiration. The Situation was at last 
dissolved bj the artist's wnst becoming cramped from dis- 
use; this was not however nntil she had made a rongh bat 
noble Sketch. '^Ican work no more atpresent," said she, 
sorrowfully. 

" Then, now mistress, I may go and mind my pot ? " 

"Ay, ay, go to your pot l And get into it, do ; you will find 
your soul in it: so then you will all be together." 

"Well, but Reicht," said Catherine, laughing, "she tumed 
you off." 

"Boo, boo, boo!" said Reicht, contemptuously. "When 
she wants to get rid of me, let her tum herseif off and die. 1 
am sure she is old enough for't. But take your time, mistress ; 
if you are in no hurry, no more am I. When that day doth 
come, 'twiil take a man to dry my eyes : and if you should be 
in the same mind then, soldier, you can say so ; and if you are 
not, why, *twill be all one to Reicht Heynes." 

And the plain Speaker went her way. But her words did 
not fall to the ground. Neither of her female hearers could 
disguise from herseif that this blunt girl, solttary herseif, had 
probably read Margaret Brandt aright, and that she had gone 
away from Sevenbergen broken hearted. 

Catherine and Denys bade the Van Eyck adieu, and that 
same aftemoon Denys set out on a wild goose chase. His 
plan, like all great things, was simple. He should go to a 
hundred towns and yillages, and ask in each after an old 
physician with a fair daughter, and an old long-bow soldier« 
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He Bbould inqnire of the bargomastera abont all new comen, 
and shoold go to the fountainB and watch the women and girk 
as thej came with their pitchera for water. 

And awaj he went, and was months and months on tiie 
tramp and coold not find her. 

Happily, this chiyabrous feat of friendship wai in some 
degree its own reward. 

Those, who sit at home blindfolded byself-conceit, and 
think camel or man out of the depths of their inner conBcions- 
neoB, alias ! their ignorance, will teil you that in the intervals 
of war and danger, peace and tranqml lifo aequire their true 
value and satisfy the heroic mind. But those who look before 
they babble or scribble wiU see, andsay, thatmen whorisk 
their lives habitnally thirst for ezciting pleasures between 
the acts of danger, and not for innocent tranquillity. 

To thisDenys was noexception. Hiswholemilitaiylifehad 
been half Sparta, half Capua. And he was too good a soldier, 
and too good a libertine, to have ever mked eiäer habit with 
the other. Bat now for the first time he f oond himself mized ; 
at peace and yet on duty ; for he took this latter yiew of bis 
wild goose chase, luckily. So all these months he was a 
demi-Spartan; sober, prudent, vigilant, indomitable; and 
happy, though constantiy disappointed, as might have been 
ezpected. Heflirtedgiganticallyonthexoad; butwastedno 
time abont it. Nor in these bis wanderings did he teil a Single 
female that " marriage was not one of bis habits, etc.*' 

And so we leave him on the tramp, ^'Pilgrim of Friend- 
ship,*' as bis poor comrade was of Love. 

CHAPTER XLIX. 

Cathekink was in dismay when she reflected that Gerard 
must reach home in another month at f arthest, more likely in 
a week ; and how should she teil him she had not even kept an 
eye upon bis betrothed? Then there was the oncertainty as to 
the girl's fate : and this uncertainty sometimes took a sicken- 
ing form. 
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"Oh, Kate," she groaned, "if she should have gone and 
made herseif away . " 

"Mother, she would never be so wicked." 

"Ah, my lass, you know not what hasty fools young lasses 
be, that have no mothers to keep 'em straight. They will 
fling themselves into the water for a man that the next man 
they meet wonld ha' cured *em of in a week. I have known 
'em to jump in like brass one momenjfc and scream for help in 
the next Couldn*t know their own minds ye see even about 
such a trifle as yon. And then there's times when their bodies 
ail like no other living creatures ever I could hear of, and that 
strings up their feelings so, the patience, that belongs to them 
at other tunes beyond all living souls barring an ass, seems 
all to jump out of 'em at one tarn, and into the water they go. 
Therefore, I say that men a^e monsters." 

"Mother!" 

"Monsters, and no less, to go making such heaps o' canals 
just to tempt the poor women in. They know we shall not out 
our throats, hating the sight of blood, and rating our skins a 
hantle higher nor our lives ; and as for hanging, while she is a- 
fixing of the nail and a-making of the noose she has time 
t'alter her mind. But a jump into a canal is no more than into 
bed ; and the water it does ail the lave, will ye, nill ye. Why, 
look at me, the mothero'nine, wasn't I agog to make a hole in 
our canal for the nonce ? " 

"Nay, mother, TU never believe it of you." 

" Ye may, though. *Twas in the first year of our keeping 
house together. Eli hadn't found out my weak stitches then, 
nor I his; so we made a rent, pulling contrariwise ; had a 
quarrel. So then I ran crying, to teil some gabbling fool like 
myself what I had no business to teil out o' doors except to the 
saints, and there was one of our precious canals in the way; 
do they take us for teal ? Oh, how tempting it did look I Says 
I to myself, ' Sith he has let me go out of his door quarrelled, 
he shall see me drowned next, and then he will change his 
key. He will blubber a good one , and I shall look down &om 
heaven' (I forgot I should be in t'other part), 'and see him 
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take on, and, oh, bat that will be swoet!* and I was all a-tiptoe 
and going in, onlj just then I thought I wooldn't. I had got a 
new gown a-making, for one thing, and hard upon finished. 
So I went home instead, and what was £li*B fint word? 'Let 
yonflea stick i' the wall, mj lass,' say s he. ' Not a word of all 
I Said t' anger theo was sooth, bat this: '* I love thee.*' ' These 
were his very words, I minded 'em, being the first qaarrel. So 
I flung my arms aboat his neck and sobbed a bit, and thought 
o' the canal; and he was no colder to me than I to Imn^ being 
a man and a young one: and so then that was better than 
lying in the water; and spoiling my wedding kirtle and 
my fine new shoon, old John Bush made em, that was 
uncle to him keeps the shop now. And what was my grief to 



Little Kate hoped that Margaret loved her father too 
much to think of leaving him so at his age. *' He is father and 
mother and all to her, you know.'* 

"Nay, Kate, they do forget allthesethingsinamoment 
o' despair, when the very sky seems black above them. I 
place more faith in him äiat is unbom, than on him that is 
ripe for the grave , to keep her out o' mischief . For certea it 
do go sore against us to die when there's a little innocent a- 
pulHng at oor hearts to let un live, and feeding at our yery 
veins." 

*' Well, then, keep up a good heart, mother.** She added, 
that very likely all these fears were exaggerated. She ended 
by solemnly entreating her mother at sSl events not to persist 
in naming the sex of Margaretes Infant. It was so anladk:y, all 
the gossips told her; "dear heart, as if there were not as 
many girls bom as boys. ** 

This reflection, though not unreasonable, was met with 
clamour. 

"Have you the cruelty to threaten me with a girlü? I 
want no more girls, while I have you. What ose would a lass 
be to me? Can I set her on my knee and see my G-erard again 
as I can a boy ? I teil thee 'tis all settled." 

"Howmaythatbe?" 
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"In my mind. And if I am to be disappointed i' the end, 
t'isn't for you to disappoint me beforehand, telling me it is not 
to be a child, but only a girl." 

CHAPTEB L. 

Maboabet Bbandt had always held herseif apart from 
Sevenbergen; andherreservehadpassed for pride; thishad 
come to her ears, and she knew many hearts were swelling 
with jealonsy and malevolence. How would they triumph 
over her when her condition could no longer be concealed! 
This thonght gnawed her night and day. For some time it 
had made her bury herseif in the hoose, and shun daylight 
even on those rare occasions when she went abroad. 

Not that in her secret heart and conscience she mistook 
hermoralsitaation, as myunleamed readers have doneper- 
haps. Though not acquainted with the nice distinctions of 
the contemporary law, she knew that betrothal was a mar- 
riage contract, and could no more be legally broken on either 
aide than any other compact written and witnessed: and that 
marriage with another party than the betrothed had been 
formally annuUed both by Church and State; and that be- 
trothed couples oftien came together without any further 
ceremony , and their children were legitimate. 

Bat what weighed down her simple mediseval mind was 
this : that very contract of betrothal was not forthcoming. In- 
stead of her keeping it, Gerard had got it, and Gerard was 
far, far away. She hated and despised herseif for the 
miserable oversight, which had placed her at the mercy of 
false opinion. 

For though she had never heard of Horace's famous 
conplet Segntusirrttant, &c., she wasHoratian by the piain, 
hard, positive intelligenoe, which stränge to say characterizes 
the judgment of her sex, when feeliug happens not to blind it 
altogeiher. She gauged the understanding of the world to a 
T. Her marriage lines being out of sight, and in Italy, would 
never prevail to balance her visible pregnancy, and the sight 
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of her child when born. What sort of a tale wa» this to stop 
slanderoos tongaes? ^'I have got my mamage lines, bot 1 
cannot show them you." What woman woald believe her? or 
even pretend to beUeve her? And, as ehe was in realily one 
of the most modest girls in Holland, it was women's good 
opinion she wanted , not men*B. 

Even barefaced Blander attacks her sex at a great ad- 
yantage; bat here was Blander with a face of truth. "The 
Btrong-minded woman" had not yet been invented; and Mar- 
garet, though by natura and by having been early made 
mistresB of a famiiy , she was resolute in some respects , was 
weak as water in otiiers , and weakest of all in this. Liike all 
the ^lite of her sex she was a poor little leaf trembling at each 
gast of the world's opinion, tme or false. Much misery may 
be contained in few words; I doubt if pages of description 
from any man's pen conld make any human Creatore j except 
yirtuous women (and these need no such aid) realize the 
anguish of a Tirtuous woman foreseeing herseif paraded as a 
frail one. Had she been &ail at heart, she might have 
brazened it out. But she had not that advantage. She was 
really pure as snow, and saw the pitch Coming nearer her and 
nearer. The poor girl sat listiess hours at a time, and moaned 
with inner anguish. Andoften, when her father was talking 
to her and she giving mechanical replies , suddenly her cheek 
would bum like fire , and the old man would wonder what he 
had Said to discompose her. Nothing. His words were less 
than air to her. It was the ever present dread sent the colour 
of shame into her buming cheek , no matter what she seemed 
to be talking and thinking about. But both shame and fear 
rose to a cUmaz when she came back that night from Mar- 
garet Yan Eyck's. Her condition was discovered, and bj 
persons of her own sex. The old artist, sccluded like herseif, 
might not betray her: but Catherine, a gossip in the centre of 
a famiiy, and a thick neighbourhood? One spark of hope 
remained. Catherine had spoken kindly, even lovingly. 
The Situation admitted no half course. Gerard's mother thus 
roused must either be her best fiiend or worst enemy. She 
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waited then in racking anxietj to hear more. No word came. 
She gave up hope. Catherine was not going to be her friend. 
Then she woold expose her, since she had no strong and 
kindly feeling to balance the natural love of babbling. 

Then it was, the wish to flyfromthis neighbonrhood be- 
gan to grow and gnaw upon her, tili it became a wild and 
passionate desire. But how persuade her f ather to this ? Old 
people cling to places. He was very old and infirm to change 
his abode. There was no coorse but to make him her con- 
fidant; better so than to run away &om him: and she feit 
that would be the alternative. And now between her uncon- 
troUable desire to ßy and hide , and her invincible aversion to 
speak out to a man, even to her f ather, she yibrated in a 
suspense füll of lively torture. And presently betwizt these 
two came in one day the fatal thought "end all!*' Things 
foolishly worded are not always foolish; one of poor Cathe- 
rine's bugbears , these numerous canals , did sorely tempt this 
poor fluctuatmg girl. She stood on the bank one aftemoon, 
and eyed the calm deep water. It seemed an image of repose, 
and she was so harassed. No more tronble. No more fear of 
shame. If Grerard had not loved her, I doubt she had ended 
there. 

As it was, she kneeled by the water side, and prayed 
fervently to Grod to keep such wicked thoughts from her. 
"Oh! selfish wretch," said she, "to leave thy father. Oh 
wicked wretch to kill thy child, and make thy poor Gerard 
lose all his pain and peril undertaken for thy sight. I will teil 
father all, ay ere this sun shall set" And she went home with 
eager haste lest her good resolution should ooze out ere she 
got there. 

Now in matters domestic the leamed Peter was simple as 
a child, and Margaret from the age of sizteen had govemed 
the house gently but absolutely. It was therefore a stränge 
thing in this house, the faltering irresolute way in which its 
young but despotic mistress ad(kessed that person, who in a 
domestic sense was less important than Martin Wittenhaagen, 
or even than the little girl, who oame in the moming and 



396 THE CLOI6TEB 

for apittance washed the vesBels, &c., and went bome at 
night. 

<^Father, I wonld speak to thee.** 

"Speakon, girl." 

" Wilt listen to me? And — and — not — and try to ex- 
cuse mj faults." 

<<We have all our faults, Margaret, thou no more than 
the rest of us; bat fewer, onless parental feelings blinds 
me. 

<<Ala8, no, father: I am a poor foolish girl, that wonld 
faindowell, buthavedone ill, mostill, mostunwisely: and 
now most bear the shame. Bat , father , I love you , wiüi all 
my faalts, and will not 70a forgive mj folly, and still love 
yoar motherless girl? *' 

"Thatyemaycoanton," said Peter, cheerfally. 

'^Oh, well, smile not. For then how can I speak and 
makeyoasad?" 

"Wby, whatis the matter?*' 

'< Father, disgrace is Coming on this hoose: it is at the 
door. And I the calprit. Oh, father, tarn your head 
away. I — I — father, I have let Gerard takeawaymy mar- 
riage lines." 

"Isthat all? Twas an oversight" 

«'Twasthedeedof amadwoman. Butwoeismel thatis 
not the worst." 

Peter interrapted her. " The yooth is honest, aad loves 
yoa dear. You are yoang. What is a year or two to you? 
Gerard will assuredly come back and keep troth." 

"And meantime , know you what is Coming? " 

" Not I , except tiiat I shall be gone first for one." 

"Worse than that. There is worse pain than death. Nay, 
forpity'ssake, tum away your head, father." 

" Foolish wench ! " muttered Peter, but tumed bis head. 

She trembled yiolently, and with her cheeks on fire began 
to f alter out, "I did look on G^ard as my husband — we 
being betrothed — and he was in so sore danger, and I 
thought I had killed him, and I — jOh, if you were but my 
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mother I might find courage: you would question me. But 
you say not a word." 

"Why, Margaret, what is all this coil about? and why 
are thy cheeks crimson, speaking to no stranger but to thy 
oldfatherV" 

"Why are my cheeks on fire? Because — because — 
Father, kill me! send me to heaven! bid Martin shoot me 
with his arrow ! And then the gossips will come and teil you 
why I blush so this day. And Ihen , when I am dead , I hope 
you wül love your girl again for her mother's sake." 

"Give me thy hand, mistress/' said Peter, a little 
stemly. 

She put it out to him trembling. He took it gently, and 
began with some anxiety in his face to feel her pulse. 

" Alas, nay l " said she. " "Tis my soul that bums, not my 
body, wilh fever. I cannot, will not, bide in Sevenbergen." 
And she wrung her hands impatiently. 

"Be calm now," said the old man, soothingly, "nortor- 
ment thyself for nought. Not bide in Sevenbergen? What 
need to bide a day, as it vexes thee , and puts thee in a fever : 
for fevered thou art, deny it not." 

"WhatI" cried Margaret, "would you yield togohence, 
and — and askno reason but my longing to be gone? " and, sud- 
denly throwing herseif on her knees beside him, in a fervour 
of supplication she clutched his sleeve , and then his arm , and 
then his Shoulder, while imploring him to quit this place , and 
not ask her why. " Alas! what needs it? You wUl soon see 
it. And I could never say it. I would liever die." 

"Foolish child! Who seeks thy girlish secrets? IsitI, 
whose life hath been spent in searching Natureis? And, for 
leaving Sevenbergen, what is there to keep me in it, thee 
unwillmg? Is there respect for me here , or gratitude ? Am 
I not yclept quacksalver by those that come not near me, 
and Wizard by those I heal? And give they not the gucrdon 
and the honour they deny me, to the empirics that slaughter 
them? Besides, whatis't tome wherewesojoum? Choose 
thou that , as did thy mother before thee." 
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Margaret embraced him tendwly, and wept opon Ik 
Shoulder. 

She was respited. 

y et as she wept, respited , she almost wished ehe had had 
the courage to teU him. 

After a while nothing would ccmtent him but her taking a 
medicament he went and brooght her. She took it submis- 
siyelj, to please him. It was Ihe least she coold do. It was 
a composing draught, ao^d thongh administered und^ an 
error, and a common one, did her more good than härm : she 
awoke calmed bj a long sleep , and that yery day began her 
preparations. 

Next week thej went to Rotterdam, bag and baggage, 
and lodged above a tailor*8 shop in the Brede-Kirk Straet. 

Onlj one person in Tergou knew whither tiiey were gone. 

The Burgomaster. 

He locked the information in his own breast. 

The use he made of it ere long, mj reader will not easily 
diyine : for he did not diyine it himself . 

But time will show. 



CHAPTER LI. 

AxoHO strangers Margaret Brandt was comparaÜTely 
happj. And soon a new and unexpected cause of content 
arose. A civic dignitary being ill, and fancifiil in Proportion^ 
went from doctor to doctor; and, having amved at Death's 
door, sent for Peter. Peter found him bled and pnrged to 
nothing. He flmig a battalion of botües out of window , and 
left it open; beat up yolks of eggs in neat Schiedam, and 
administered it in smail doses: foUowed this up by meat 
stewed in red wine and water, shredding into both mild febii- 
f ugal herbs, that did no härm . Finally , his patient got abont 
again, looking something between a man and a pillow-case, 
and, being ayoluble dignitary, spread Peter's fame in eveiy 
Street; and that artist, who had long merited areputation in 
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vain, iaade one rapidly by luck. Things looked bright. The 
old man's pride was cheered at last, and hie purse foegan to 
fill. He fipent much of his gain , howeyer , in sovereign herbs 
andchoicedrags, and would have so invested them all, but 
Margaret white-mailed a part. The victory came too late. 
Its happy excitement was fatal. 

One evening, in bidding her good-night, his voice seemed 
rather inarticulate. 

The next moming he was found speechless , and only just 
sensible. 

Margaret, who had been for years her father*s attentive 
pupil, saw at once that he had had a paralytic stroke. But 
not trusting to herseif, she ran for a doctor. One of those, 
who, obstructedby Peter, had not killed the civic dignitary, 
came, and cheerfully confirmed her views. He was for bleed- 
ing the patient. She declined. ^'He was always against 
blooding," saidshe, "especiallythe old." Peter lived, but 
was never the same man again. His memory became much 
affected , and of course he was not to be trusted to prescribe : 
and several patients had come, and one or two, that were beut 
on being cured by the new doctor and no other, awaited his 
convalescence. Misery stared her in the face. She resolved 
to go for advice and comfort to her cousin William Johnson, 
from whom she had hitherto kept aloof out of pride and 
poverty. She found him and his servant sitting in the same 
room, and neither of them the better for liquor. Mastering 
all signs of surprise, she gave her greetings, and presently 
told him she had come to talk on a family matter, and wilji 
this glanced quietly at the servant by way of hint. The 
woman took it, but not as ezpected. 

" Oh, you can speak before me, can she not, my old man? " 

At this familiarity Margaret tumed very red , and said , — 

"I cry you mercy, mistress. I knew not my cousin had 
fallen into the custom of this town. Well, I must take a 
fitter opportunity ; ** and she rose to go. 

"I wot not what ye mean by custom o* the town ," said the 
woman, bouncing up. ''But this Iknow: 'tis the part of a 
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faithfdl servant to keep her master from being pr^ed onby 
his beggarlj kin." 

Margaret retorted: ^^Ye are too modest, miatresB. Ye 
are no seryant. Your speech betrays you. 'Tis not tili tlie 
ape hath moimted the tree that ehe shows her tail so piain. 
Nay, there sits the servant; Gk>d heip him! And ^diile soit 
is , fear not thou his kin will ever be so pooi in spirit , as come 
where the likes of you can flout their dole." And casting 
one look of mute reproach at her cousin for being so little of & 
man as to sit passive and silent all thistime, she tamedand 
wenthanghtilyout; nor would she shedasingle tear tili she 
got home and thought of it. And now here were two men to 
be lodged and fed by one pregnant girl; and another mouth 
Coming into the world. 

Bat this last, thongh the most helpless of i^, was their 
best friend. 

Nature was streng in Margaret Brandt; that same natare 
which makes the brutes, the birds, and the insects, so cnnning 
at providing f ocid and shelter for tiieir progeny yet to come. 

Stimulated by natare she satand brooded, and brooded, 
and thoaght, and thoaght, how to be beforehand with de- 
stitution. Ay, thoagh she had still five gold pieces left, she 
saw starvation Coming with inevitable foot. 

Her sex, when, deviating from costom, it thinks with male 
intensity , thinks jast as mach to the porpose as we do. She 
rose, bade Martin move Peter to another room, made her 
own very neat and clean, polished the glass globe, and 
suspended it from the ceUing, dasted the crocodile and naiied 
him to the outside wall: and, affcer duly instractin^ MartiB, 
sct him to play the loanging sentinel about the street door, 
and teil the crocodile-bitten that a great, and aged, and 
leamed alchymist abode there, who in bis moments of re- 
creation woiüd sometimes relax himself by curing mortal 
diseases. 

Patientssooncame, and were recelvedby Margaret, and 
demanded to see the leech. ^'That might not be. He was 
deep in his studies, searching for the grand elixir, and not 
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prinees oould have speech of him. They must teil her fheir 
Symptoms, and retum in two hours." And, ohi mysterious 
powers! when they did retom, the drog or draught was 
always ready for them. Sometimes, when it was a worshipfiil 
patient, shewould carefuUy scan his face, and feeling both 
pulse and skin, as well as heaiing his story , wonld go sofÜy 
with it to Peter*s room ; and there think and ask herself how 
her father, whose System she had long quietly observed, 
would have treated the case. Then she wonld write an il- 
legible scrawl with a cabalistic letter, and bring it down, 
reverentially, and show it the patient, and ^'Could he read 
that?" Then it would be either "I am no reader," or, with 
admiration, ^^Nay, mistress, nought can I make on't/* 

'^Ay, but I can. 'Tis sovereign. Look on thyself as 
cured!" If she had the materials by her, and she was too 
good an economist not to favour somewhat those medicines 
she had in her own stock , she would sometimes let the patient 
see her Compound it, often and anziously Consulting the 
saered prescription lest great Science should sufiPer in her 
hands. And so she would send them away relieved of cash, 
but with their pockets fall of medicine, and minds füll of 
faith, and humbugged to their heart*s content. PopulitsvtUt 
dectpi. And when tiiey were gone , she would take down two 
little boxes Gerard had made her; and on one of these she 
had written To-day, and on the other To-morroto , and put the 
smaller coins into "To-day," and the larger into "To-mor- 
row," along with such of her gold pieces as had survived the 
joumey from Sevenbergen, and the eipenses of housekeeping 
in a Strange place. Aud so she met current expenses, and 
laid by for the rainy day she saw Coming, and mixed drugs 
with simples, and vice with virtue. On this last score her 
conscience prickcd her sore, and after each day's comedy, 
she knelt down and prayed God to forgive her "for the sake 
of her child.*' But lo and behold eure ^ter eure was reported 
to her: so then her conscience began to harden. Martin 
Wittenhaagen had of late been a dead weight on her hands. 
Like most men who have endured great hardships, he had 
The Qoiitw ani the Hearth* h i^ 
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stiffened raUier suddenlj. Bat, thongh less sapple, be was 
as strong as ever, and at his own pace could ha.ve carried the 
doctOT henelf round Botterdam city. He carried her slopi 
instead. 

InthiB new bufliness he showed the qnalities of a soldier: 
unreasoning obedienoe, punctuaiity, accuracj, despatch, and 
drunkennesB. 

He feil among *<good fellows ;" the blackguards plled lum 
with Schiedam ; he babbled, he bragged. 

Doctor Margaret had risen yery high in his estimation. 
All this brandishing of a crocodile for a Standard , and settmg 
a dütard in ambush, and getting rid of slops, and taking good 
monej in ezchange, Struck him not as Science bat something 
far superior, Strategy. And he boasted in his cups and be- 
fore a mixed Company how *'me and my G-eneral we are a 
biting of the burghers." 

When this revelation had had time to leaven the city, his 
General, Doctor Margaret, received a call from liie con- 
Stahles: they took her, trembHng and begging subordinate 
machines to forgive her , before the burgomaster; and bjhis 
side stood real physicians, a terrible row, in long robes and 
Square caps, accusing her of praetising unlaTrfolly on the 
bodies of the duke's lieges. At first she was too Mghtened 
to say a word. Novice like, the very name of ''Liaw" 
paralyzed her. But being questioned closely, bat not so 
harshly as if she had been ugly , she told the tnith; she had 
long been her father's pupil, and had but followed his syst^n, 
and she had cured many; "and it is not for myself in veiy 
deed, sirs, butlhave two poor helpless honest men athome 
uponmyhands, and how eise canlkeep them? Ah, good 
sirs, let a poor girl make her bread honestly ; ye hinder them 
not to make it idly and shamefully ; and oh , sirs , ye are hus- 
bands, ye are fathers; ye cannot but see I have reason to 
work and provide as best I may;" and ere this woman*8 
appeal had left her lips, she would have given the world to 
recall it, and stood with one band upon her heart and one 
before her face, hiding it, but not dne tears that trickled 
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undemeath it. All which went to the wrong address. Per- 
haps a female bailiff might have yielded to such argiiments, 
and bade her practise medicine , and break law, tili such time 
as her child should be weaned, and no longer. 

"What have we to do with that," said the burgomaster, 
'^ eave and except that if thou wilt pledge thyself to break the 
law no more, I will remit the imprisonment , and exact but the 
fine." 

On this Doctor Margaret clasped her hands together , and 
vowed most penitently never, never, never, to eure body or 
beast again; and being dismissed with the constables to pay 
the fine, she tumed at the door, and curtsied, and thanked the 
gentlemen for their forbearance. 

And to pay the fine the "to-morrowbox" must be opened 
on the instant; and with excess of caution she had gone and 
nailed it up, that no slight temptation might prevail to open 
it And now she could not draw the nails, and the constables 
grew impatient, and doubted its contents, and said, "Let us 
break it for you." But she wonld not let them. " Ye will 
break it worse than I shall." And she took a hammer, and 
strack too faintly, and lost all strength for a minute, and wept 
hysterically ; and at last she broke it, and a litüe cry bubbled 
from her when it broke : and she paid the fine , and it took all 
her unlawM gains and two gold pieces toboot; and, when 
the men were gone, she drew the broken pieces of the box, 
and what little money they had left her, aÜ together on the 
table, and her arms went round them, and her rieh hair escaped 
and feil down all loose, and she bowed her forehead on the 
wreck, and sobbed, "My love's box it is broken, and my heart 
withal ; " and so remained. And Martin Wittenhaagen came 
in, and she could not lift her head, but sighed out to him what 
had befallen her , ending , " My love his box is broken , and so 
mine heart is broken." 

And Martin was. not so sad as wroth. Some traitor had 
betrayed him. What stony heart had told and brought her to 
this pass? Whoever it was should feel his arrow's point. 
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The curioos atdtade in which he most deliver the shaftneTer 
occurred to him. 

'^ Idle Chat ! idle chat I ** moaned Margaret , withont lifdng 
her brow from the table. "Whenyouhave slain alltiiegos- 
sips in this town , can we eat them ? Teil me ho w to ke^ yoa 
all , or prithee hold thy peace , and let the saints get leave to 
whisper me." Martin held his tongue, and cast uneasy glances 
at his defeated G-eneral. 

Towards evening she rose, and washed her face and did 
up her hair , and doggedly bade Martin take down the eroco- 
düe, and put out a basket instead. 

^^I can get up linen better than they seem to do it in this 
Street," said she, '^ and you must carry it in the baaket.*' 

'< That will I for thy sake," said the soldier. 

'^Gk>od Martini forgive me that I spake shrewishly to 
thee." 

Even while they were talking came a male for adYice. 
Margaret told it the mayor had interfered and forbiddenher 
to seil drugs. << But," said she, '^ I will gladly iron and stardi 
your linen for you, and — I will come and fetch it from yonr 
house." 

^'Areyemad, youngwoman?" said the male. ^'I come 
foraleech, and ye proffer me a washerwoman;** and it went 
out in dndgeon. 

"There is a stupid creature," said Margaret, sadly. 

Presently came a female totell the Symptoms of hersick 
child. Margaret stopped it. 

" We are forbidden by the bailiff to seil drugs. But I wül 
gladly wash, iron, and starch your linen for you — and —I 
will come and fetch it from your house.*' 

" Oh , ay ," said the female. "Well , I have some smock« 
and ruffs foul. Come for them ; and when you are there , you 
can look at the boy ; " and it told her where it lived , and when 
its husbandwouldbe out; yet it was rather fond of its husband 
than not. 

An introduction is an introduction. And two or ihre« 
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patients, out of all those who came and were denied medicine, 
made Doctor Margaret their washerwoman. 

" Now , Martin , you must help. I'U no more cats than can 
ßlay mice." 

"Miätress, the stomach is not a wanting for^t, but fhe 
head-piece, worse luck." 

"Oh! I mean not the starching and ironing; that takes a 
woman and a handy one. But the bare washing; a man can 
surely contrive that. Why , a mule has wit enough in*s head 
to do't with his hoofs , an ye could drive him into the tub. 
Come, off doublet, and try." 

" I am your man," said the brave old soldier , Stripping for 
the unwonted toil. "TU riek my arm in soapsuds, an' you 
will risk your glory." 

"Mywhat?" 

''Your glory and honour as a — washerwoman.*' 

"Gramercy! if you are.man enough to bring me half- 
washed linen f iron, I am woman enough to fling't back i* the 
Buds." 

And so the brave girl , and the brave soldier, worked with 
awill, andkeptthewolffromthedoor. More they could not 
do. Margaret had repaired ''the to-morrow box," and, as she 
leaned over the glue, her tearsmixed with it, and shecemented 
her exiled lover's box with them, at which a smile is allowable, 
but an intelligent smiletipped with pity, please, and not the 
emply guffaw of the nineteenth-century-jackass, burlesquing 
Bibles , and making fun of all things ; except fün. But when 
mended it stood unreplenished. They kept the weekly rent 
paid, and the pot boilmg, but no more. 

And now come a concatenation. Recommended from one 
to another, Margaret washed for the mayor. And bringing 
home the clean linen one day she heard in the kitchen that his 
worship's only daughter was stricken with disease, and not 
like to live. Poor Margaret could not help cross-questioning, 
and a female servant gave her such of the Symptoms as she 
had observed. But they were too general. However, one 
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gossip would add one fact, and another another. And Mar- 
garet pondered them all. 

At last one day she met the mayor himself. He recognized 
her directly. "Why, you are the onlicensed doctor." "I 
was," saidshe, "butnowrmyourworship'B washerwoman." 
The dignitary coloured, and said that was rather a come 
down. 

"Nay, I bear no malice ; for your worsbip might have been 
harder. Rather would I do you a good tum. Sir , you have 
a sick daughter. Let me see her." 

The mayor shook his head. '< That cannot be. The law 
I do enforce on others I may not break myself." Margaret 
opened her eyes. " Alack, sir, I seek no guerdon now for 
cuiing folk ; why, I am a washerwoman. I trow one may heal 
all the World, an if one will but let the world starve one in 
retum." "That is no more than just," said the mayor: he 
added, " an yemake no trade on*t; thereisnoo£Pence." "Then 
let me see her." 

"What avails it? The leamedst leeches in Rotterdam 
have all seen her, and bettered her nought. Her ill is inscrut- 
able. One skilled wight saith spieen ; another, liver ; another, 
blood; another, stomach; and another, that she is possessed: 
and, in very trath, she seems to have a demon ; shunneth all 
Company; pineth alone; eateth nomore victuals than might 
diet a sparrow. Speaketh seldom, nor hearkens them that 
speak, and weareth thinner and paler and nearer and nearer 
l^e grave, well-a-day." "Sir," said Margaret, "an if you 
take your velyet doublet to half a dozen of shops in Rotterdam, 
and Speer is this fine or sorry velvet , and worth how mueh the 
eil, tiiose siz traders will eye it and feel it, and all be in one 
story to a letter. And why? Because they know their trade. 
And your leeches are all in different stories. Why? Because 
they know not their trade. I have heard my father say each 
is enamoured of some one evil , and seeth it with his bafs eyn 
in every patient Had they stayed at home , and ne'er seen 
your daughter, they had answered all the same, spieen, blood, 
stomach, lungs , liver, lunacy , or, as they call it, possession. 
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Let me see her. We are of a sex, and that is much." And 
when Jbe still hesitated, ^'Saints of Heaven!" cried she, giving 
way to the irritabilily of a breeding woman , "is this how men 
love their own flesh and blood? Her mother had ta'en me in 
her arms ere this, and carried me to the sick room.'' And two 
yiolet eyes flashed fire. 

" Come with me," said the mayor, hastily. 

<' Mistress, I have brought thee a new doctor.'* 

The person addressed , a pale young girl of eighteen, gave 
a contemptuous wrench of her Shoulder, and tumed more 
decidedlj to the fire she was sitting over. 

Margaret eame sofÜy and sat beside her. '^But 'tis one 
that will not torment you." 

" A woman I " exclaimed the young lady , with surprise and 
some contempt. 

" Teil her your Symptoms.** 

" What for? You will be no wiser." 

" You will be none the worse." 

"Well, I have no stomach for food, and no heart for any- 
thing. Now eure me, and go." 

"Patience awhile ! Your food , is it tasteless like in your 
mouth?" 

* ' Ay . How knew you that ? " 

" Nay , I knew it not tili you did teil me. I trow you would 
be better for a little good Company." 

"I trow not. What is their silly chat to me?" 

Here Margaret requested the father to leave them alone : 
and in his absence put some practical questions. Then she 
reflected. 

" When you wake i* the moming you find yourself quiver, 
asonemaysay?" 

"Nay. Ay. How knew you that?" 

" Shall I dose you, or shail I but tease you a bit with my 
Uillychat?'" 

"WhichyouwiU." 

" Then I will teil you a story. *Tis about two true lovers." 
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<'l hate to hear of lovers/' said fhe girl; "nevertheleaB 
canst teil me, *twill be lets nauseous than yonr phyme — 
maybe." 

Margaret then told her a love stoiy. The maiden was a 
girl called Ursel, and the youth one Conrad ; she an old phj- 
8ician*s daughter , he the son of a hosier at Tergoa. She told 
their adventures, their troubles, their sad condition. She told 
it from the female point of view , and in a sweet and winning 
and eamest yoice,that by degrees soon laid hold of this sollen 
heart, and held it breathless; and when she broke it off her 
patient was much disappointed. 

" Nay, nay, I must hear the end. I will hear it" 

*^ Ye cannot, for I know it not; none knoweth that bat 
God." 

"Ah, yonr Ursel was a jewel of worth," said the girl, 
eamestly. " Woiüd she were here." 

"Instead of her that is here/' 

"I say not that;** and she blushed a litüe. 

"Youdo butthink it." 

" Thought is free. Whether or no , an she were here , Fd 
give her a buss, poor thing.** 

" Then give it me, for I am she.** 

" Nay, nay, that 1*11 be swom y* are not.** 

" Say not so ; in very tnith I am she. And prithee , sweet 
mistress, go not from your word , but give me the buss ye pro- 
misedme, andwithagoodheart, for oh, my own heart lies 
heavy : heavy as thine, sweet mistress.'* 

The young gentlewoman rose and put her arms round 
Margarets neck and kissed her. "I a^l woe for you,** she 
sighed. " You are a good soul ; you have done me good — a 
little.** (A gulp came in her throat.) "Come again! come 
often!*' 

Magaret did come again, and talked with her, and gently, 
but keenly, watched what topics interested her, and found 
there was but one. Then she said to the mayor, "I know your 
daugbter*8 trouble, and *tis curable.** 

"What is*t? the blood?** 
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"Nay." 

"Thestomach?" 

"Nay." 

"TheHver?" 

"Nay." 

"The foul fiend?" 

"Nay." 

"Whatthen?" 

"Love." 

" Love? stuff , impossible ! She is but a child ; she never 
stirs abroad unguarded. She never hath from a child." 

"All the better; ihen we shall not have farto look for 
him." 

"I trow not. I shall but command her to teil me the 
caitifiTs name, that hath by magic arts ensnared her young 
affections." 

"Oh, how foolish be the wise!" said Margaret; "what, 
would ye go and put her on her guard? Nay, let us work 
by art first; and if that falls, then 'twill still be time for vio- 
lenee andfoUy." 

Margaret then with some difficulty prevailed on the mayor 
to take advantage of its being Saturday, and pay all his 
people their salaries in his daughter's presence and hers. 

It was done: some fifteen people entered the room, and 
received their pay with a kind word from their employer. 
Then Margaret, who had sat close to the patient all the time, 
rose and went out The mayor followed her. 

' * Sir , how call you yon black haired lad? " 

" That is Ulrich, myclerk." 

"Well then, 'tishe." 

" Now heaven forbidl a lad I took out of the streets." 

" Well , but your worship is an understanding man. You 
took him not up without some merit of his." 

"Merit? not a jot? I liked the looks of the brat, that 
was all " 

* * Was that no merit? He pleased the father*s eye. And 
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now he liath pleased thc^ daughter^s. That has oft been seen 
Bince Adam.*' 

"How know ye 'tis he?** 

"I held her hand, and with my finger did lightly toack 
her wrist; and, when the others came and went, 'twas asif 
dogs and cats had fared in and out. Bat at this Ulrich^s 
Coming her pulse did leap , and her eye shine ; and , when he 
went, she did sink back and sigh; and *twas to be seenihe 
sun had gone out of the room for her. Nay, burgomaster, 
look not on me so scared : no witch nor magician I, but a poor 
girl that hath been docile , and so bettered herseif by a great 
neglected leech*s art and leaming. I teil ye all this hatb 
been done before, thousands of years ere we were bom. Now 
bide thou there tili I come to theo , and prithee , prithee , spoü 
not good work wi' meddling." She then went back and asked 
her patient for a lock of her hair. 

^'Takeit," saidshe, more listlessly than ever. 

« Why , 'tis a lass of marble. How long do you count to 
be like that, mistress?" 

" Till I am in my grave , sweet Peggy.'* 

" Who knows? may be in ten minutes you will be alto- 
gether as hot.** 

She ran mto the shop , bnt speedily retumed to the mayor 
and Said, *^G-ood newsl He fancies her and more than a 
little. Now how is*t to be? Will you marryyourchild, or 
bury her, for there is no third way , sith shame and love they 
do rend her virgin heart to death.*' 

The dignitary decided for the more cheerful rite , but not 
without a struggie; and, with its marks on his face, he ac- 
companied Margaret to his daughter. But as men are seldom 
in a hurry to drink their wormwood, he stood silent. So 
Doct(»r Margaret said cheerfiilly, ^^Mistress, your lock is 
gone, I have sold it." 

^' And who was so mad as to buy such a thing?" inquired 
the young lady, scomfully. 

"Oh, a black haired laddie wi' white teeth. They call 
himükich." 
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The pale face reddened directly — brow and all. 

"Says he, 'Oh, sweet mistress, give it me.' I had told 
them all whose 'twas. * Nay,* said I, * selling is my livelihood, 
not giving.* So he offered me this, he offered me that, but 
nought less would I take than bis next quarter's wages." 

" Cruel ," murmured the girl , scarce audibly. 

" Why , you are in one tale with your father. Says he to 
me when I told him, *0h, an he loves her hair so well, 'tis 
odd but he loves the rest of her. Well,' quoth he, ''tis an 
honest lad , and a' shall have her , gien she will but leave her 
sulks and consent.' So, what sayye, mistress, will you be 
married to Ulrich, or buried i' the kirkyard? " 

"Father? father!" 

"'Tis so, girl, speakthymind." 

"I — will — obey — my father — in all things," stam- 
mered the poor girl, trying hard to maintain the advanta- 
geous Position in which Margaret had placed her. But nature, 
and the joy and surprise, were too strong even for a virgin's 
bashful cunning. She cast an eloquent look on them both, 
and sank at her father'sknees, andbeggedhispardon, with 
many sobs for having doubted bis tendemess. 

He raised her in bis arms, and took her, radiantthrough 
her tears with joy, and retuming life, and filial love, to his 
breast; and the pair passed a truly sacredmoment, and the 
dignitary was as happy as he thought to be miserable: so 
hard is it for mortals to foresee. And they looked round for 
Margaret, but she had stolen away softly. 

The young girl searched the house for her. 

" Where is she hid ? Where on earth is she ? " 

Where was she? why in her own house dressing meat for 
her two old children, and crying bitterly the while at the 
living picture of happiness she had just created. 

" Well-a-day, the odds between her lot and miüe; well- 
a-dayl" 

Next times she met the dignitary , he hemmed and hawed, 
and remarked what a pily it was the law forbade him to pay 
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her who had cured his daughter. "Howerer, when allis 
done, *twa8 not art, *twa8 but woman's wit" 

"Nought but that, burgomaster," said Margaret, bitterlj. 
'^Paj the men of art for not curing her: all the gaerdon I 
seek ,. that cured her, is this ; go not and give your foul lin^ 
awaj from me by way of thanks." 

"Whyshouldl?" inquiredhe. 

"Marry, because there be fools about ye will tellyeshe 
that hath wit to eure dark diseases, cannot have wit to take 
dirt out o' rags ; so pledge me your faith." 

The dignitaiy promised pompously, and feit all tiie 
patron. 

Something must be done to fill ^'to-morrow*8" box. She 
hawked her initial letters and her illuminated vellums all 
about the town. Pnnting had by this time dealt caligraphy 
in black and white a terrible blow in Holland and G-ermany. 
But some copies of the printed books were usually illuminated 
and lettered. The printers offered Margaret piices for work 
in these two kinds. 

"nithinkon't," said she. 

She took down her diumalbook, and calculated that the 
price of an hour's work on tbose arts would be about one fiffch 
what she got for an hour at the tub and mangle. ^^I^llstarve 
first ," said she; "what! pay a craft and a mystery five times 
less thau a handicraft I " 

Martin, carryingthedryclothes-basket, gottreated, and 
drunk. This time he babbled her whole story. The girls 
got hold of it and gibed her at the fountain. 

All she had gone through was light to her, compared with 
the pins and bodkins her own sex drove into her heart, when- 
ever she came near the merry crew with her pitcher , and that 
was every day. Each sex has its form of cruelty; man's is 
more brutal and terrible; but shallow women, that have 
neither read nor suffered, have an tmmuseular barbarity of 
their own (where no feeling of sex steps in to overpower it). 
This defeet, intellectual perhaps rather than moral, has bees 
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mitigated in our day by books, especially by able works of 
fiction; for there are two roads to that highest eflfort of in- 
telligence, Pity; Experience of sorrows; and Imagination, 
by which alone we realize the grief we never feit. In the 
fifteenth Century girls with pitchers had but one; Experience; 
and at sixteen years of age or so, that road had scarce been 
trodden. These girls persisted that Margaret was deserted 
by her lover. And to be deserted was a crime. [They had 
not been deserted yet.] Not a word against the Gerard they 
had created out of their own heads. For his imaginary 
crime they feil foul of the supposed yictim. Sometimes they 
affironted her to her face. Oftener they talked at her back- 
wards and forwards with a subtle skill, and a perseverance 
which, "oh, that they had bestowed on the arts," as poor 
Ague Cheek says. 

Now Margaret was brave, and a coward; brave to battle 
difficulties and ill fortune; brave to shed her own blood for 
those she loved. Fortitude she had. But she had no true 
fighting courage. She was a powerful young woman, rather 
tall, füll, and symmetrical; yet had one ofthose slips of girls 
slapped her face , the poor fool's hands would have dropped 
powerless, or gone to her own eyes instead of her adversary's. 
Nor was she even a match for so many tongues ; and , besides, 
what could she say ? She knew nothing of these girls, except 
that somehow they had found out her sorrows , and hated her; 
only she thought to herseif they must be very happy , or they 
would not be so hard on her. 

So she took their taunts in silence ; and all her struggle 
was not to let them see their power to make her writhe 
within. 

Here came in her fortitude; and she received their blows 
with well-feigned, icy, hauteur. They slapped a statue. 

But one day, when her spirits were weak, as happens at 
times to females in her condition, a dozen assailants followed 
suit so admirably , that her whole sex seemed to the dispirited 
one to be against her, and she lost heart, and tke tears began 
to run silently at each fresh Stab. 
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On this their trinmph knew no bounds , and thej f ollowed 
her half way home casting barbed speeches. 

After that exposure of weakness the statae coold be as- 
sumed no more. So then ehe wonld stand timidly aloof out 
of tongue-Bhot , tili her jormg lyrants' pitchers were all filled, 
and thej gone; and then creep up with hers. And one daj 
she waited so long that the fount had ceased to flow. So the 
next day she was obliged to face the phalanx, or her bonse go 
diy. She drew near slowly, but with the less tremor , that she 
saw a man at the well taUdng to them. He wonld distract 
their attention, and, besides, they wonld keep their foul 
tongues quiet üF only to blind the male to their real character. 
This conjectare , though shrewd , was erroneous. They could 
not all flirt with that one man: so the ontsiders inaenmlfied 
themselyes hj talking at her the very moment she came up. 

^'Any news from foreign parts , Jacqueline? " 

« None for me , Martha. M7 lad goes no farther firom me 
than the town wall." 

**I can*t say as much,** says a third. 

'<But if he goes f Italj I have got another readj to take 
the fooPs place.** 

''He'll not go thither, lass. They go not so fax tili they 
are sick of us that bide in Holland.*' 

Surprise, and indignation, and the presence of a man, 
gave Margaret a momenfs fighting courage. " Oh , flout me 
not, and show your ill natnre before the very soldier. In 
Heayen*s name, what ill did I ever to ye; what harsh word 
cast back , for all you have flung on me , a desolate stranger 
in your cruel town , that ye flout me for my bereavement and 
my poor lad*s most unwiUing banishment? Hearts of flesh 
would surely pity ns both, för that ye cast in my teeth these 
manydays, yebrowsofbrass, yebosomsofstone." 

They stared at this novelty, resistance; and ere they 
conld recover and make mincemeat of her, she put her pitcher 
quietly down , and drew her coarse apron over her head , and 
stood there grieving, her short-lived spirit oozing fast. 
"Hallo!** cried the soldier, «why, what is your ill?" She 
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made no reply. But a little girl , who had long secretly hated 
the big ones, squeaked out, "They did flout her, they are 
aye floutiDg her: she may not come nigh the fountain for fear 
o'them, and 'tis a black shame." 

« Who spoke to her? Not I for one." 

" Nor I. I would not bemean myself -so far." 

The man laughed heartily at this display of dignity. 
"Come, wife," said he, "never lower thy flag to such light 
skirmishers as these. Hast a tongue i' thy head as well as 
they." 

"Alack, good soldier, I was not bred to bandy foul 
terms." 

" Well, but hast a better arm than these. Why not take 
'em by twos across thy knee , and skelp 'em tili they cry Me- 
culpee?" 

"Nay, I would not hurt their bodies for all their cruel 
hearts." 

"Then ye must e'en laugh at them, wife. WhatI a wo- 
man grown, and not see why mesdames give tongue? You 
are a buzom wife; they are a bündle of thread papers. You 
are fair and fresh: they have all the Dutch rim under their 
bright eyes , that comes of dwelling in etemal swamps. There 
lies your crime. Come, gie me thy pitcher, and, if they 
flout me, shalt see me scrub em all wi' my beard tili they 
squeak holy mother." The pitcher was soon fiUed, and the 
soldier put it in Margaretes hand. She murmured " Thank you 
kindly, brave soldier." 

He patted her on the Shoulder. "Come, courage, brave 
wife; the divell is dead!" She let the heavy pitcher fall on 
bis foot directly. He cursed horribly , and hopped in a circle, 
saying, "No, the Thief's alive and has broken my great 
toe." 

The apron came down, and there was a lovely face all 
flushed with emotion, and two beaming eyes in front of him, 
and two hands held out clasped. 

"Nay, nay, *tis nought," said he, good-humouredly, 
mistaking. 
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"Denyt?" 

* * Well ? — But — Hallo ! How know you my name ü — ' 

"Denyi of Bargxmdyl*' 

" Why, odsbodikins! I know you not, and you know me." 

'*By Gerard's letter. Gross -bowl beaid! handeome! 
The divell Is dead." 

"Sword of Goliah! this must be she. Sed hair, viol^ 
eyes, lovely face. Bat I took ye for a married wife, seeing 
ye — 

" Teil me my name ,*' said she quickly. 

"Margaret Brandt." 

<^ Gerard? Where is he? Isheinlife? Is he well? Is 
he Coming Is he come? Why is he not here? Where have 
ye left hun? Oh, teil me! prithee, prithee, teil me!" 

"Ay, ay, but not here. Oh, ye are all curiosily now, 
mesdames, eh? Lass, Ihave been three months afoot trav- 
elling all Holland to find ye, and here you are. Oh, be 
joyfull" and he flung his cap in the air, and seizing both her 
hands kissed them ardently. ^'Ah, my pretfy she-comrade, 
I have found thee at last. I knew I should. Shalt be fiouted 
no more. 1*11 twist your necks at the first word, ye little 
troUops. And I have gotfifteengoldangels left for thee, and 
our Gerard will soon be here. Shalt wet thy purple eyes no 
more." 

But the fair eyes were wet even now, looking kindly and 
gratefully at the friend that had dropped among her foes as if 
Sromheaven: Gerard's comrade. "Prithee come homewith 
me, good, kindDenys. Icannotspeakofhimbeforethese." 
They went off together, followed by a chorus. "She has 
gotten a man. She has gotten a man at last. Hoo! hoc! 
hool" 

Margaret quickened her steps; butDenys took down bis 
cross-bow and pretended to shoot them all dead: they fled 
quadriyious, shrieking. 
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